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rrO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LIONEL 

EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX. 



V T looks like no great complimetit to your Lord&ip, 
. tliat I prefix your name to this epiftle ; when, in the 
TrehcCf I declare the book is publiihed almoft againft 
iny inclination. But, in all cafes, my Lord, you have 
jm hereditary right to whatever nray be called mine. 
Many of the following pieces were written by the com- 
mand of your excellent father; and moil of the x^ 
imder his pn>te£lion and patronage. 
■ The particular felicity of your birth, my Lord ; tlie 
tiatural endowments of your mind, wliich , without fuf- 
|Hcion of flatter}', I may tell you, are very great ; the 
good education with which thefc parts have been im- 
|nroved ; and your coming into the world, and feeing 
men very early $ make us expe6b from your Lordihip 
all the good, which our hopes can form in favour of a 
young nobleman. ** Tu Marcellus eris -*" Our eyes 
and our heans are turned on you. You mufl: be a 
. judge and mailer of polite learning ; a friend and patron 
to men of letters and merit ; a faithful and Mc coun- 
fellor to your prince; a true patiioc to your country; 
Vol, L B an 
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'«n ornanfleot and honour to the titles yon pofTefs $ and, 
^ in oAe word, a worthy fon to the great Earl of Dorfcc. 

' it is as impoilible to mention that name^ without de- 

iiring to commend the perfon ; as it is to give him the 

', commendatioas which his virtues deferved. But £ 

affuVe myfelfy the moft agreeable compliment I can 

' bring your Lordfliip, is to pay a grateful refpe£k to your 

ytather's memory : and my own obligations to him woe 

fuch, tliat the world mufl pardon my endeavouring at 

his chara£l;er, however I may mifcarry in the attempt. 

A thoufand ornaments and graces met in the compo^ 
lition of tliis great man, and contributed to make him 
univerfally beloved and efteemed. The 6gure of hi« 
body was fbrong, proportionable, beautiful : and wen 
his pi£ture well drawn, it muft deferve tl\e praife given 
to the portraits of Raphael ; and, at once, create love 
«md refpe£t. While the greatnefs of his mien informed 
men, they were approaching the nobleman $ the fweet^ 
liefs of it invited them to come nearer to the patron. 
There was in his look and gefture fomething that is 
tnore eadly conceived than defcribed \ that gained upon 
you in his favour, before he fpake one word. His be- 
haviour was eafy and courteous to all $ but diftinguiihed 
and adapted to each man in particular, according to hi9 
ilation and quality. His civility was free from this 
formality of rule, and flowed immediately from his 
good fenfe. 

6uch were the natural faculties and (Irength of his 
mind, that he had occafion to borrow very little from 
educations and he owtd thofe advantages to his own 

good 
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good ptrtSy which others acquire by (hidy and imitt- 
tioii. His wit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit i^ 
vioft writers is like a fountain in a garden, fupplicd by 
feveral ibreams brought through artful pipes, and play<- 
ing fometimes agreeably. But the earl of Dorfet's was 
afource rifing from the top of a mountain, which forced 
its own way, and with inexhauflible fuppltes delighted 
and enriched the country through which it pafTed. 
This extraordinary genius was accompanied with fo 
true a judgement in all parts of fine learning, thatf 
whatever fubjefl was before him, he difcourfed as pro- 
perly of it, as if the peculiar bent of his fludy had been 
applied that way : and he perfe£ted his judgement by 
reading and digefting the beft authors, though he quoted 
them very fcldonu 

' ** Contemncbat potius literas, quam nefciebat :** ' 

and rather fecmed to draw his knowledge from liis own 
(lores, than to owe it to any foreign afliftance. 

The brightncfs of his parts, the folidity of his judge- 
ment, and the candour and generofity of his temper, 
diitinguiihed him in an age of great politencfs, and at 
a court abounding with men of the finefl fcnfe and 
learning. The mod eminent maders in their feveral 
ways appealed to his determination. Waller thought 
it an honour to confult him in the foftnefs and har- 
mony of his vcrfe : and Dr. Sprat, in the delicacy and 
turn of his profe. Dryden determines by him, under 
the character of Eugcnius, as to the laws of dramatick 
poetry. Butler owed it to him, that the Court tafiedhis 
B 2 Hudibras^ 
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Hudibras : ' Wychcrley, that the Town liked his Plain 
]f>ealer : and the late duke of Buckingham deferred to 
publifii his Rehearfal, till he was fure (as he expieffed it) 
that my lord Dorfct would not rehearfe upon him again. 
If wc wanted a foreign teftimonyj La Fontaine and 
St. Evremond have acknowledged, that he was a perfeft 
mafter in the beauty and finenefs of their language, and 
of all that they call les Belles Letrcs. Nor was this 
nicety of his judgement confined only to books and 
literature j but was the fame in ftatuary, painting, and 
all other parts of art. Bermini would have taken his 
opinion upon the beauty and attitude of a figure; an) 
king Charles did not agree with Lely, that my lady 
Cleveland's pifture was finilhed, till it had the appro* 
bation of my lord Buckhurfl. 

As the judgement which he made of others writmgs 
could not be refuted, the manner in which he wrot^ 
will hardly ever be equalled. Every one of his pieces 
is an ingot of gold, intrinfically and folidly valuable ; 
fuch as, wrought or beaten thinner, would fhine througl^ 
a whole book of any other author. His thought was 
always new ; and the expreflion of it fo particularly 
liappy» that every body knew immediately it could 
only be my lord Dorfet's : and yet it was fo cafy too, 
that every body was ready to imagine himfelf capable 
of writing it. There is a luftre in his verfes, like that 
of the fun in Claude Lorrain's landlkips : it looks na- 
tural, and is inimitable. His love-verfes have a mix- 
ture of delicacy and flrength : they convey the wit of 
Petronius in die foftnefs of Tibullus. His fatire indeed 

is 
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u To feverely^ pomted» that in it he appears, what his 
gzeac friend the. earl of Rochefler (that other prodigy 
of the age) fays he was, 

. « Tbo bcft good man, with the worft-natur'd mufc :* 
yet even here, that charafter may juftly he applied to 
Wm, which Pcrfius gives of the beft writer of this kind 
Aat ever lived, 

** Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
** Tangit, & admiflfus circum praecordia ludit :" 

and the gentleman had always fo much the better of the 
iimrift, that the perfons touched did not know where 
to fix their refentments ; and were forced to appear ra- 
ther afhamed than angry. Yet fo far was this great 
Author from valuing himfelf upon his works, that he 
cared hot what became of them, though every body 
clfe did. There are many things of liis not extant in 
writing, which however are always repeated : like the 
▼eifes and fayings of the antient Druids, they retain an 
univeifal veneration, though they are preferved only by 
4DtlIIOTy<i 

As it is often feen, that thofe men who are lead qua- 
.-li6ed for bufinefs love it mod ; my lord Dorfet's cha- 
:n£ter was, that he certainly underilood it, but did not 
care for it. 

.. Coming very young to the poiTeffion of two plentiful 
•cftates, and in an age when pleafure was more in fafhion 
than buiinefs, he turned his parts rather td books and 
jconverfation, than to politicks and what more imme- 
adiately related to the publick. But^ whenever the fafety 

B 3 of 
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of his cotintiy demanded his afTifhuice, he readily en- 
tered into the moft adive parts of life ; and undemvenc 
the greatcft dangers, with a conftancy of mmdf which 
ihewed, that he had not only read the rules of philo- 
fophy, hut underftood tlie pra£iice of them. 

' Jn the firft Dutch war, he went a volunteer under tht 
duke of York : his behaviour, during that campaign^ 
was fuch, as didinguifhcd the Sackville defcended fiom 
that Hildebrand of the name, who was one of the 
greateil captains that came into England with the Con* 
queror. But his making a fong the night before the 
engagement (and it was one o( the prettieft tluit eves 
was made) carries with it fo fedate a prefence of mind* 
and fudi an unufual gallantry, that it defenres as much 
to be recorded, as Alexander's jefting with his foldiert 
before he pafTed the Granicus ; or William the Firft of 
Orange, giving orders over-night for a battle, and dcc 
firing to be called in the morning, left he Should happea 
to fleep too long. 

From hence, during the remaining part of king 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in iionourablc USh 
fure. He was of the bed-chamber to the king, and 
poflTefTed not only his maftcr's favour, but (in a greit 
degree) his familiarity; never leaving the court, buc 
when he was fent to that of France, on fome Ihoft 
comraiflions and embaflies of compliment : as if the 
k^k^defigned to fhew the French (who would be 
' tHbftjht the politeft nation) that one of the fineft gen* 
tl&nen in Europe was his fubje6l ; and chat we had « 

' 3 prince 
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piineewlio underflood his worth fo well,, as not. to, 
iiifier him to be long out of his prefence* 

The fucceeding reign neither reliflied my lord's wit^. 
lor approved his maxims : fo he retired altogether from 
court. But, as the irretrievable roiflakes of that un- 
happy government went on to threaten the nation with. 
iSomething more terrible than a Dutch war, he thought 
it became him to refume the courage of his youths and 
once more to engage himfclf in defending the liberty of 
his country. He entered into the prince of Orange's 
iiitereftj and carried on his part of that great enter- 
prife here in London^ and under the eye of the court, 
with the fame refolution, as his friend and fellow- patriot, 
the late duke of Devonlhircy did in open irms at Notr 
tingham ; till the dangers oF thofe times encrcafed to 
extremity, and juft appreheniions arofe for the fafety of 
die princefsy our prefent glorious queen : then the eail 
of Dorfet waq thought tlie properefl guide of her ne- 
ceiTary flight, and the perfon under whofe courage and 
direction the nation might moil fafely trufl a charge fo 
precious and important. 

After the eflabhihment of their late majefties upon 
the throne, there was room again at court for men of 
my lord's chara£ker. He had a part in the councils of 
thofe princes,- a great iharc in their friendship, and all 
the marks, of di(lin£kion with which a good govern- 
ment cQVfId reward a patriot. He was made cham her- 
ein of- their majefties houfehokl ; a place which he fo 
eminently adorned by the grace of his perfon, the 
fuiencfs of his breeding, and the knowledge and prac- 
^' J B 4 the 
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tiet of what was decent and magnificent^ that he could 
only be rivalled in thefe qualifications by one great mtn^ 
who has iince held the fame flaff. 

The laH: honours he received from his fovereign (and 
indeed they were the greatefl which a fubje£k could re- 
ceive) were, that he was made kniglit of the g^rter^ 
and cdndituted one of the regents of the kingd6m 
(furing his majedy's abfcnce. But his health, about 
th^t time, fcnfibiy declining, and the public affairs noc 
threatened by any imminent danger, he left the buimeffc 
to thofe who delighted more in the ilate of it, «nd ap- 
peared only fomctimes at council, to ihew his refpeft 
to the commiflion ; giving as much leifure as lie could 
to the relief of thofe pains vnth which it pleafed God 
to affli6^ him ; and indulging the refle6lions of a mind» 
that had looked tlirough the world with too piercing an 
eye, and was grown weary of the profpcft. Upon tfaa 
whole, it may very juftly be {aid of this great man, with 
regard to the publick, that through the courfc of hit 
life he a£ted like an able pilot in a long voyage j con* 
tented to fit quiet in the cabin, when the winds were 
allayed, and the waters fmooth ; but vigilant and ready 
to refume the helm, when die florm arofe, and the {c& 
grew tumultuous. 

I afk your pardon, my Lord, if I look yet a littk 
more nearly into the late lord Dorfet's chara£ler : if S 
examine it not without feme intention of finding fiult*. 
and (which is an odd way of making a panegyric) ic6 
his blcmifhes and impcrfc£Uons in open view* 

Th* 
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The fire of his youth carried him to fome excefles } 
^ut they were accompanied with a mofl lively invention^ 
and true humour. The little vic^ences and eafy miflakes 
of a night too gayly fpent (and that too in the begin- 
Jling of life) were always fet right the next day, with 
great humanity, and ample retribution. His faults 
brought their excufe with them ; and his very failings 
had their beauties. So much fwectncfs accompanied 
whit he faid, and fo great generoiity what he did, thac 
people were always prepoiTcfTed in his favour : and it 
was in fa£fc true, what the late earl of Rochefler faid 
lb jeil to king Charles^ that he did not know how it 
wasy but my lord Dorfet might do any thing, yet wa& 
sever to blame. 

He was naturally very fubjed to pailion; but the 
iiort guft was foon over, and ferved only to fet off the 
tharms of his temper, when more compofed. That 
very paffion broke out with a force of wit, which- 
made even anger agreeable : while it laded, he faid and 
ibrgot a thoufand tilings, which other men would have 
been glad to have fhidied and wrote; but the impe- 
tuoiity was corre6^ed upon a moment's rcfledUon, and 
die meafure altered with fuch grace and delicacy, that 
you could fcarce perceive where the key was changed. 

He was very fharp in his reflections j but never in the 
wrong place. His darts were furc to wound ; but they 
were fure too to hit none, but thofe whofe follies gave 
ium very fair aim^ And, when he allowed no quarter, 
he had certainly been provoked by more than common 
error; hymen's tedious and circ4&fbntial recitals of: 

their 
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thdr affion } or by their multiplied queftions about liis 
own; by extreme ignorance and impertinence; or the^ 
mixture of thefe, an ill-judged and never-ceaihig civi- 
lity ; ofi laftly, by the two things which were his utter 
averfion» the indnuation of a flatterer, and the whifper 
of a tale-bearer. 

If therefore we fet the piece in Ics worft potition, if 
Its faults be mod expofed, the (hades will (Hll appear, 
very finely joined with their lights, and orery impei^ 
fe£tion will be diminifhed by the luffane of fome neigh- 
bouring virtue. But, if we turn the great drawings and 
wonderful colourings to their true light, tlw whole 
muil appear beautiful, noble, admirable. 

He poflfefTed all thofe virtues, in tlie higheft degree^ 
upon which the pleafure of fociety, and tlie hapixnefs 
of life depend : and he exercifcd them with the greateik 
decency, and bed manners. As good-nature is faid, by^ 
a great * author, to belong more particularly to the 
Kn^liHi, than any other nation ; it may again be fttdr 
that it belonged more particularly to the late earl of 
Dorfer, than to any other Englifhman. 

A kind hufband he was, without fondnefs j and an 
indulgent fatlier, without partiality. So extraordinary 
good a mailer, that this quality ought indeed to have 
been numbered among his defe£^s ; for lie was often 
ferved worfe than became his flation, from his unwill^ 
ingnefs to aflume an authority too fevere. And, du- 
ring thofe little tranfports of paffion, to which I juft 

♦ Sprau „ 

- ..' now 
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tiow faicl he was fubje^ I have known his fervants gee 
ioBo his wayy that they might make a merit of it im» 
mediately afters for he, that had the good fortune to 
be chtdy was fure of being rewarded for it. 

His table was one of the laft, that gave us an exam- 
ple of the old houfe-keeping of an Engliih noble- 
man. A freedom reigned at it, which made every one 
of his gueih think himfelf at home ; and an abun- 
dance, which (hewed that the mailer's hofnitality ex- 
tended to many more than thofe who had the honour 
to fit at the table vnth him. 

In his dealings with others ; his care and exa^efs 
that every man fhould have his due, was fuch, that you 
would think he had never feen a court : the politenefs 
'and civility, with which this jufHce was adminiflcred, 
would convince you he never had lived out of one. 

He was fo fbndi an obferver of his word, that no 
conlideration whatever could make him break it ; yet 
fo cautious, left the merit of his aft fliould arife from 
Aat obligation only, that he ufually did the grcatcft 
favours, without making any previous promife. So 
inviolable was he in his friendfhip, and fo kind to the 
chara6br of thofe whom he had once honoured with, 
a more intimate acquaintance, that nothing lefs than a 
demonffaration of fome effential fault could make him 
break with them ; and then too, his good-nature did 
not confent to it, without the greateft reluftance and 
difficulty. Let me give one inftance of this amongll 
many. When, as lord chamberlain, he was obliged to 
*takc the king's pcnfion from Mr. Dryden, who had 
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JoDg before put hiinfelf out of a pofTibility of receiving; 
any favour from the court ; my lord allowed him an 
equivalent, out of his own edate. However difpleafed 
with the condu6): of Ills old acquaintance, he relieved 
Lis necefTities ; and, while lie gave him his aiMance in 
private, in public he extenuated and pitied his error. - 
The foundation indeed of thefe excellent qualities^ 
and the perfe£lion of my lord Dorfet's chara6kcr, wat 
that unbounded charity wliich ran through the whole 
tcnour of his life, and fat as vifibly predominant over 
the other faculties of his foul, as ihe is faid to do in 
heaven above her fider-virtues. 

. Crouds of poor daily tlironged his gates, expe£Ung 
thence tlieir bread ; and were ftiU IciTeued by his fend- 
ing the mod proper obje6b of his bounty to apprentice- 
ihips or hofpitals. The lazy and the fick, as he acci- 
dentally faw them, were removed from the ftrcct to 
the phyfician ; and many of them not only reflored to 
health, but fupplied with what might enable them to 
refume their former callings, and make their future ^ife 
happy. The prifoner has often been releafed, by my 
lord's paying the debt; and the copdemned has been 
faved, by his intercefTion with the fovereign, where he 
thought the letter of the law too rigid. To thofe whofe 
circumdances were fuch as made them afhamed of their 
poverty, he knew how to beftow his munificence, with- 
out offending their modcdy ; and, under the notion of 
frequent prefents, gave them what amounted to a fub- 
. Silence. Many yet alive know this to be true ; though 
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lie told it to none, nor «fer was more uneafy than wheat 
any one mentioned it to him. 

We may find, among the Greeks and Latins, TibuU 
Ins and Gmilus, the noblemen that writ poetry ; Au« 
guftus and Maecenas^ the protestors of learning; 
AriJtideSy the good citizen i and Atticus, the well« 
bred firiend : and bring them in, as examples of my 
ktd Dorfet's wit, his judgement, his juftice, and hit 
cmlity. But for his charity, my Lord, we can fcarce 
find a parallel in hiilory itfelf. 

Titus was not more the ** dcliciae humani generis," 
on tins account, than my lord Dorfet was. And, with- 
out any exaggeration, diat prince did not do more good 
in proportion out of the revenue c^ the Roman empire^ 
dian your father out of the income of a private eftate* 
Let this, my Lord, remain to you and your pofterity « 
poileiiion for ever ; to be imitated $ and, if pofUble, to 
be cxceHed. 

As to my own particular, I fcarce Icnew what life 
WM, iboner than I found m3^elf obliged to his favour i^ 
aor hare had reafon to feel any forrow fo fenfibly at 
fbac of his deadk — 

«* Ilk dies— quem Temper acerbum 

« Semper honoratum (fie Di voluiftis) habebo.'* 

£neas could not refie6t upon the lofs of his own 
fiither with greater piety, my Lord, than I mud recall 
the memory of yours : and, when I think whofe fon I 
am writing to, the lead I promife myfelf, from your 
goodnefs, is an uninterrupted continuance of favour, and 
^ 9L f c\&ndf 
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^ friendfiiip for life. To which that I may with forae 
juftice intitle myfclf, I fend your Lordihip a dedication^ 
not filled with a long detail of ypur praifes, but with 
iny finccreft wiflies that you may deferve them ; that 
you may employ thofe extraordinary parts and abilities^ 
with which Heaven has bleffed you, to the honour' of 
your family, the benefit of your friends^ and the good 
pf your country ; that all your a6tions may be gieatt 
open, and noble, fuch as may tell the world whofe foa 
and whofe fuccelTor you are. 

' What I now offer to your Lordihip is a colle6Bon 
cf poetry, a kind of garland of good-wilL If any 
Tcrfes of my writing ihould appear in print under ano- 
ther name and patronage than that of an Earl of Dorfet, 
people might fufpe6): them not to be genuine. I have 
' attained my prefent end, if thefe poems prove the divepr 
^on of fome of your youthful hours, as they have been 
occaiionally the amufement of fome of mines and I 
humbly hope, diat, as I may hereafter bind up my fuller 
&eaf, and lay fome pieces of a very different naturs 
(tlie produ£b of my feverer fhidies) at your Lordfhip's 
feet, I fhall engage your more ferious refle^on^ 
happy, if in all my endeavours I may contribute to 
yoiji: delight, or to your inftruftion. 

I am, with all duty and refpe6(, 
i My Lord, 

Your Lordfhip*s 
mod obedient, and 
moft humble fervant, 

MAT. PRIOR. 
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PREFACE. 

^H£ greateft part of what I have written having 
been already publiihed, either fingly or in fome of 
die Mifcellanies, it would be too late for me to make 
ikiiy excufe for appearing in print. But a colle£^ion of 
poems has lately appeared under my name, thou^ 
without my knowledge, in which the publifhcr has 
given me the honour of fome things that did not belong 
fto roe ; and has tranfcribed others fo imperfe6Uy9 that 
I hardly knew them to be mine. This has obliged me, 
in ray own defence, to look back upon fome of thofe 
lighter (hidies, which I ought long fmce to have quit« 
ced ; and to publish an indi^erent colle£lion of poems, 
for fear of being thought the author of a worfe. 

Thus I beg pardon of the publick for re-printing 
fame pieces* which^ as they came iingly from their firft 
tmpreiliony have (I fancy) lain long and quietly in 
Mc Tonfon's &op j and adding others to them, whidi 
wexs never before printed, and might have lain as 
quietly, and perhaps more fafely, in a corner of my 
i>wn fhidy. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been written at very diftant times, and on very 
diffeient occaiions ; and take them as they happen to 
-^ome. Aiblic panegyricks, amorous odes, ferious re« 
flefUonSi or idle talesj the produji of his leifure 1k>uts, 

who 
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d bufinefs enough upon his hands, and was only 
»y accident. 

1 myfelf much obliged to Mrs. Singer, who has 
ic leave to print a paftoral of her writing ; that 
aving produced the verfes iramediately following 
dfh fhe might be prevailed with to publifh fome 
eces of that kind, in which the foftnefs of hep 
1 the finenefs of her genius^ confpire .to £^vft 
:ry difUnguiihing charadbc 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

T M U ST help my preface by a poHfcript, to tell the 
•■■ reader that there is ten years diftance octwccn my 
writing one and the other ; and tliat (whatever T rhouy;hr 
then, and have fomcwhere faid, that J would pul^ifh no 
more poetry) he will find feveral copies of vcrfcs fca*:- 
terc<l through this edition, which were not printed ia 
the firfl Thofe relating to the publick Oand in the 
order ttiey did l>eforc, according to the feveral years 'in 
which they were written ; however the difpof^rion of 
our national affairs, the aSions or the fprtuncs of fomc 
men, and the opinions of others, may have changed. 
Profe and other human things may take what turn they 
can ; but poetry, which pretends to have fomething of 
divinity in it, is to be more permanent. Odes once 
printed cannot well be altered, when the author has 
already faid that he expc6ls his works fhould live for 
ever : and it had been very foolifh in my friend Horace, 
if, fome years after his " Exegi Monumentutn," he Ihould 
have defired to fee his building taken down again. 

The Dedication likewife is re-printed, to the earl of 
Dorfet, in the foregoing leaves, without any alteration; 
though I had the fairefl opportunity, and the flrongcll 
bclination, to have added a great deal to it. The 
^looming hopes, which I faid the world expc6Vcd from 
my then very young patron, have been confirmed Ijv 

Vol. I. C mo(t 
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inoft noble and diftinguiCied firft-fniits ; and his life h 
going on towards a plentiful harvefV of all accumulated 
virtues. He has, in fa£i:, exceeded whatever the fond- 
nefs of my wiflies could invent in his favour : his 
•equally good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indul- 
gent and obliging huiband; his children, a kind and 
careful father ; and his acquaintance, a faithful, gene- 
rous, and polite friend. His fellow-peers have attended 
to the perfuafion of his eloquence ; and have been con- 
vinced by the folidity of liis reafoning. He has, long 
fmcc, deferved and attained the honour of the garter. He 
hias managed fome of the greateft charges of the king- 
dom with known ability j and laid them down with entire 
dilintereflment. And as he continues the exercifes of 
thefe eminent virtues (which that he ftiay to a very old 
age, fliall be my perpetual wiih), he may be one of the 
greateft men that our age, or polfibly our nation, has 
bred ; and leave materials for a panegyrick, not un- 
worthy tlie pen of fome future Pliny. 

From fo noble a fubje6t as the carl of Dorfet, to fe 
'mean a one as myfelf, is (I confefs) a very pindaric 
tranfition : I ihall only fay one word, and trouble the 
reader no furvJier. I publilhed my poems formerly, as 
Monfieur Jourdain fold his filk : he would not be 
thought a tradefman j but ordered fome pieces to be 
meafured out to his particular friends. Now I give up 
my (hop, and difpofe of all my poetical goods at once : 
I muft therefore defire, that the publick would pleafe 
to take them in the grofs ; and that every body would 
tura over what he docs not like. 

POEMS 
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POEMS 
By Mr. P R I O R. 

On Exodus ill. 14. "I am that I am." 

AN ODE. 

Written i688, as an Excrcifc at St. John's College, 
Cambridge. 

I. 
1V4" A N ! foolifh man ! 

Scarce know'll thou how thyfelf began j 
Scarce haft thou thought enough to prove thou art j 
Yet, flecrd with ftudy'd boldncfs, thou dar'il try 
To fend thy doubting^ reafon's dazzled eye 
Through the myfterious gulph of vail immenfity. 
Much thou canft there dii'ccrn, much thence impar:. 
Vain wretch ! fupprcis thy knowing pride ; 
Mortify thy learned lull. 
Vain «rc thy thoughts, while thou thyfelf art duft. 
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II. 

Let wit her fails, her oars let wifdom lend j 
The helm let politic experience guide : 
Yet ceafc to hope thy fhort-liv'd bark^all ride 
Down fpreading fate's unnavigable tide. 
What though ftill it farther tend, 
Still 'tis farther from its end j 
And, in the bofom of that boundlefs fea. 
Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 
III. 
' With daring pride and infolent delight, 
Your doubts refolv'd you boaft, your labours crown'd; 
And, *'E1f P H K A ! your God, fcwfooth, is fpund. 
, Incomprehenfible and infinite. 
But is he therefore found ? Vain fearchcr ! no : 
I-et your imperfeft definition Ihow, 
THat notliing you, the weak definer, know. 
IV. 
Say, why fiiould the cpllefted main 
Itfelf within itfelf contain r 
."^hy to its caverns fhquld it fometimes creep, 

And with delighted filence deep 
On the lov'd bofom of its parent deep ? 
Why fliould its numerous waters ft ay 
tJn comely difcipline, and fair array, 
Till winds and tides exert their high command ! 
Then, prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the rifing furges fpread 
• Their opening ranks o'er earth's fubmiflive head, 
Marching through ilififerent paths to different lands > 

y. W% 

4 
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V. 

Why docs the conftant fun 
With meafur'd fteps his radiant joumies run ? 
Why docs he order the diurnal hours, 
To leave earth's other parr, and rife in ours > 
Why does he wake the correfpondent moon. 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light. 
Commanding her with delegated powers 
To beautify the world, and blefs the night ? 

Why doCs each animated ftar 
Love the juft limits of its proper fphcre ? 

Why docs each confenting fign 

With prudent harmony combine 
In turns to move, and fubfequent appear. 
To gird the globe, and regulate the year ? 

VI. 
Man docs with dangerous curiolity ' 

Thcfe unfathom'd wonders try : 
With fancied rules and arbitrary laws ' 
Matter and motion he reftrains j 
And lludied lines and fidiious circles draws :' 

Then, with imagined fovcreignty 

Lord of his new hypothefis he reigns. 

He reigns : how long? till fome ufurpcr rife ; 

And he too,* mighty thoughtful, mighty wife. 

Studies new lines, and other circles fuic^ns. 

From this laft toil again what knowlctlgc flows ? 
Jud as much, perhaps, as fhovvs 
Tliat all his predecelTor's rules 

Were empty cant, all jargon of the fchools ; 

C 3 That 
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That he on t'other's ruin rears his throne ; 
And fhovvs his friend's miftake, and thence confirms hif 
own. 

VII. 
On earth, in air, amidft the feas and (kies, 
Mountainous heaps of wonders riffej 
Whofe towering ftrength will ne*er fubmic 
To reafon's batteries, or the mines of wit : 
Yet ftill enquiring, flill miftaken man, 
Each hour repuls'd, each hour dares onward prefs 4. 
And, leveling at God his wandering guefs 
(That feeble engine of his reafoning war. 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his defpair),. 
Laws to his Maker the learn'd wretch can give : 
Can bound that nature, and prefcribe that will, 
Whofe pregnant word did either ocean fill : 
Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they moY& 
and live. 
Through either ocean^ foolifh man ! 
That pregnant word fent forth again. 
Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a fea, a heaven for every liar, 
Vill. 
Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders hide 5. 
And only lift thy daggering reafon up 
To trembling Calvary's aftonilh'd top ; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride. 
Explaining how Perfection fuffcr'd pain, 
Almiglity languifli'd, and Eternal dyed r 
How by her patient viftor death was {lain j 
And earth prophan'd, yet blcfs'cl, with Deicidc, 

Then 
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Then down with all thy boafted volumes^ down ; 

Only referve the Sacred One : 
Low, reverently low, 

Make thy ftubborn knowledge how 5 
Weep out thy Reafon's and thy body's eyes ; 

Dejeft thyfelf, that thou may ft rife ; 
To look to Heaven^ be blind to all below. 

IX. 
Then Faith, for Reafon's glimmering light, ihall give 

Her immortal perfpe6live ; 
And Grace's prefence Nature's lofs retrieve ; 
Then thy enliven'd foul fliall fee. 
That all the volumes of Philofophy, 
With all their comments, never could invent. 

So politic an inftrument, 
To reach the Heaven of Heavens, the High Abodc^ 
Where Mofes places his myfterious God, 
As was the ladder which old Jacob rear'd. 
When light divine had human darknefs clear'd; 
And his enlarg'd ideas found the road. 
Which Faitli had dictated, and Angels trod. 

Confiderations on Part of the 88th Psalm. 
A COLLEGE EXERCISE. 1690. 

I. 

TT E A V Y, O Lord, on me thy judgements lie, 

Accurft I am, while God rejefts my cry. 
0*erwhelm*d in darknefs and defpair I groan j 
And every place iji hell j for God is gone, 

Q 4 O J 
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O ! Lord, arlfe, and let thy beams controul 
Thofe horrid clouds, that prefs my frighted foul r 
Save the poor wanderer from eternal night, 

Thou that an the God of Light. 
II. 

Downward I haften to my deftin'd place ; 
There none obtain thy aid, or fing thy praife. 
Soon I fhall lie in death's deep ocean drown'd : 
Is mercy there ; or fweet forgivenefs found ? 
O fave me yet, whilft on the brink I ftand ; 
Rebuke the florm, and waft my foul to land. 
O let her reft beneath thy wing fecure, 

Thou that art the God of Power. 
III. 

Behold the prodigal ! to thee I come. 
To hail my father, and to feek my home. 
Nor refuge could I find, nor friend abroad, 
Straying in vice, and deflitute of God. 
O let thy terrors, and my anguifh end ! 
Be thou my refuge and be thou my friend : 
Receive the fon thou diclft fo long reprove. 

Thou that art the God of Love. 

To the Rev. Dr. F. T r r n e r, Bifhop of E l y ; 
who had advifed aTranflation of Prudentius. 

T F poets, ere tliey cloath'd their infant thought, 
•■■ And the ruck work to juft perfeftion brought, 
Did ftill fome god, or godlike man invoke, 
Whofe mighty name tlieir Tacred fiknce broke r 

Your 
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Your goodnefs, Sir, will eafily excufc, 

Tlic bold requetts of an afpiring Mufc 5 

Who, with your blefling would your aid implore. 

And in her weaknefs juftify your power.— 

From your fair pattern Ihe would flriye to write. 

And with unequal flrength purfue your flight ; 

Yet hopes, Ihc ne'er can err that follows you. 

Led by your bleft commands, and great example too. 

Then fmiling and afpiring influence give. 
And make tlie Mufe and her endeavours live ; 
Claim all her future labours as your due, 
Let every fong begin and end with you : 
So to the bleft retreat Ihe'll gladly go, 
Where the Saints' palm and Mufes' laurel grow $ 
Where kindly both in glad embrace fhall join, 
And round your brow their mingled honours twine ^ 
Both to the virtue due, which could excel, 
A» much in writing, as in living well. — 
So fliall fhe proudly prefs the tuneful ftring. 
And mighty things in mighty numbers iing 5 
Nor doubt to llrike Prudentius' daring lyre. 
And humbly bring the verfe wliich you infpirc- 

A P A s T o R A L. To the Bifhop of Ely; 
on hiB Departure from Cambridge. 

Damon. 
'T* ELL, dear Alexis, tell thy Damon, why 
•'^ Doil thou in- mournful fhades^obfcurely lie ^ . ' 
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Why doft thou figh, why ftrike thy panting bread ? 

And fteal from life the needful hours of reft ? 

Are thy kids ftarv'd by winter's early froft > 

Arc any of thy bleating ftragglers loft ? 

Have ftrangers* cattle trod thy new-plough*d ground ? 

Has great Joanna, or her greater ihepherd, frown'd } 

Alexis. 
See my kids browze, my lambs fecurely play : 
(Ah ! were their mafter unconeem'd as they !) 
No beafts (at noon I look'd) had trod my ground; 
Nor has Joanna, or her ihepherd, frowtt'd. 

Damon. 
Then ftop the lavilh fountain of your eyes. 
Nor let thofc fighs from your fwoln bofom rife 5 
Chafe fadnefs, friend, and folitude away ; 
And once again rejoice, and once again l6ok gay. ^ 

Alexis. 
Say what can more our tortur'd fouls annoy. 
Than to behold, admire, and lofe our joy ; 
Whofe fate more hard than thofe who fadly run. 
For the laft glii^ipfe of the departing fun ? 
Or what feverer fentence can be given. 
Than, having feen, to be excluded heaven } 
^ Damon. 

None, fhepherd, none — 

Al. — Then ceafe to chide my cares ! 
And rather pity than reftrain my tears ; 
Thofe tears, my Damon, which I juftly Ihed, 
To think how. great iny jr>ys ; how ^ooa tliey Eed ; 

1 told 
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I told thee, friend, (now blefs the fhcpherd's narnc^ 

From whofc dear care the kind occafion came,) 

That I, even I, might happily receive 

The facred wealth, which Heaven and Daphnis give a 

That I might fee the lovely awful fwain, 

XVhofe holy croficr guides our willing plain ; 

Whofe pleaiing power and ruling goodnefs keep 

Our fouls with equal care as we our flieep j 

Whofe praKe excites each lyre, employs each tongue t 

Whilft only he who caus'd, dillikcs the fong. 

To this great, humble, parting man I gain'd 

Accefs, and happy for an hour I reign'd ; 

Happy as new-form'd man in paradifc. 

Ere fin debauch'd liis inotfenfive l)lifs j 

Happy as heroes after battles won. 

Prophets entranced, or monarchs on the throne ; 

But (oh, my friend !) thofe joys with Daphnis flew t 

To them thcfe tributary tears arc due. 

Damon. 
Was he fo humble then ? thofe joys fo vafl ? 
Ceafe to admire that both fo quickly pail. 
Too happy fliould we be, would fmiling fate. 
Render one blefling durable and great ; 
Rut (oh the fad viciflitudc !) how foon 
Unwelcome night fucceeds the chearful noon 
And rigid winter nips the flowery pomp 
Then grieve not, friend, like you> fmce all mankind 
A certain change of joy and forrow find. 
Supprcfs your figh,^ your down-caft eyelids raife, 
Whom prefcnt you revere, him abicat praifc. 
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To the Countess of Exeter, 
playing on the Lute. 

TXT HAT charms you have, from What high racfc 

^ you fprung, 
Have been the pleafing fubjefts of my forr^ : 
tJnlkiird and young, yet fomething ftill I writ. 
Of'' Ca'ndilh' beauty joined to Cecil's wit. 
But when you pleafe to fhew the labouring Mufe, 
What greater theme your Mufick can produce ; 
My babbling praifes I repeat no more. 
But hear, rejoice, fland filcnt, and adore. 

The Perfians thus, firfl gazing on the fun. 
Admired how high 'twas plac'd, how bright it flione : 
But, as his power was known, their thoughts were 

* raisM ; 
And foon they worfhip'd, what at firft they prais'd. 

Eliza's glory lives in Spenfer's fong ; 
And Cowley's verfe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you excell. 
The Mufe might di^late, and the Poet tell : 
Your art no other art can fpeak j and you. 
To (hew how well you play, muft play anew : 
Your mufick's power your mufick muft difclofe j 
For what light is, 'tis only hght that ihows. 

Strange force of harmony, that thus controul* 
Our thoughts, and turns and ianciifies our fouls : 
While with its utmoft art your fex could move 
Our wonder oiily, or at bed our love : 
" You 



} 
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'You far above both thefe your God did place, 

That your high power might worldly thoughts de- 
flroy ; 
*That with your numl)crs you our zeal might raife, 
Andy like Himfelf, communicate your joy. 

When to your native heaven you fball repair. 

And with your prefencc crown the bleflings there, 

Your lute may wind its fhings but little higher, 
* To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 

Your art is perfe£k here ; your numbers do, 
. More than our books, make the rude Atheifl know, 

That there's a heaven by what he hears below. 
As in fomc piece, while Luke his ftill exprcft, 

A cunning angel came, and drew the reft : 
. So when you play, fome godhead does impart 

Harmonious aid, divinity helps art ; 

Some cherub finiihes what you begun. 

And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To burning Rome, when frantic Nero play'd. 

Viewing that face, no more he had furvey'd 
"^he raging flames ; but, ftruck with ftrange furprize, 
- ConfefsM them lefs than thofe of Anna's eyes : 

But, had he heard thy lute, he foon had found 
.His rage eluded, and his crime aton'd : 
' Thine, like Amphion's hand, had wak'd the (lone, 

And' from de(bru6Hon call'd the riling town : 
.Malice to mufick had been forc'd to yield ; 
;!Nor could he bum fo faft| a$ thou could'ft build. 
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On a Pi(flare of Seneca dying in a Bath. By 
Jordain. At the Right Hon. the Earl of 
Exeter's, at Burleigh-houfe. 

•fTT H I L E cruel Nero only drains 

The moral Spaniard's ebbing veinSy 
By fludy worn, and flack with age. 
How dull, how thoughtJefs, is his rage 1 
Heighten'd revenge would he have took, 
He (hould have burnt his tutor's book ; 
And long have reign'd fuprcme in vice : 
On& nobler wretch can only rife ; 
•Tis he whofc fury fliall deface 
The ftoic's image in this piece, 
For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 
Thy work and Seneca's remain. 
He ftill has body, ftill has foul, 
And lives and fpcaks, reftor'd and whole. 



AN ODE. 

I. 

XTH" H I L £ blooming youth and gay delight; 

Sit on thy rofy cheeks confeft. 

Thou hail, xny dear^ undoubted right 

To triumph o'er this deftin*d breaft. 

My reafon bends to what thy eyes ordain ; 

JPaf I was bom to lovei and thou to reign. 

11, But 
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II. 

But vroTild you meanly thus rely 

On power, you know, I muft obey •* 
Exert a legal tyranny j 

And do an ill, becaufe you may > 
'Still muft I thee, as atheifts heaven, adore ; 
Not fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy power ? 
HI. 
Take heed, my dear : youth flies apace 5 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind : 
Soon muft thofe glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find ' 
The thoufand Lores, that arm thy potent eye, 
Muft drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die 
IV. 
Then wilt thou figh, when in each frown 

A hateful wrinkle more appears j 
And putting peevifli humours on. 
Seems but the fad eflfe£t of years : 
?Kindnefs itfelf too- weak a charm will prove^ * ' 

To raifc the feeble fires of aged love. 
V. 
Forc'd compliments, and formal bows, 

Will fliew thee juft above negle£l : 
The heat wiiii which thy lover glows, 
Will fettle into cold refpeft : 
A talking dull platonic I ihall turn : 
4^eara to bextTU; i^en X cukvtn l^rn. 

VI, Then 
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VI. 

Then ihun die ill, and know, my dear, 

Kindnefs and conflancy will prove 
The only pillars, fit to bear 
So vad: a weight as that of love. 
If thou canfl wiih to make my flames endure. 
Thine muft be very fierce, and very pure. 
VII. 
Hafle, Celia, hade, while youth invites, 

Obey kind Cupid's prefent voice 5 
Till every fenfe with foft delights, 
And give thy foul a loofe to joys : 
Let millions of repeated blifles prove, 
That thou all kindnefs art, and I all love. 
VIII. 
Be mine, and only mine ; take care 

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, to guiie 
To me alone ; nor come fo far, 
As liking any youth befide : 
What men -e'er court thee, fly thcra, .and believe 
They're fcrpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 
IX. 
So fliallJ court thy deareft truth. 
When beauty ceafes to engage.; 
So, thinking on thy charming youths 
I'll love it o'er again in age : 
So Time itfelf our raptures flxall improve, 
While ftill we wake to joy, and live CQ.lojre. . . 

An 
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An Epi&tle to Flbetwood SaEPfiARj>,.Efq^ 

TTjTHEN cxowdiiig folk s^ with fbcangc illAccs,. 
^ '^ Were making legs, and bcggipg places> 
And fome witli patents, fome with merit, - 
Tir'd out my good" lord" Borfct's fpitit : " . * 
Sncak'mg I jlood amongd the .ere w, . 
Defiring much to fpe^ wijth you. 
I waited while the clock ttnick thriccji 
And footman, brought out fifty lies ; 
Till, patience vcxt, and leg^ grown wcax^v 
I thought it was in vain to tarry : 
But did opine it might be better. 
By penny- poft to fend a letter; 
Now, if you mifs of this epiftle, 
Vm baulk'd again, and may go whiflfe.; ' ^' 
My bufmefs, Sir, you'll quickly gucfs,^ 
Is to defire fome little place j 
And fair pretenfions I have for *t^ 
Much need, and Very fmall defcrt. 
Whene'er I writ to you, I wanted j 
I always begg'd, you always granted^ 
Now, as you toot me up when little. 
Gave me my learning and my vlttlc ; 
Aflt'd for me, from my lord, things fitdhg,. 
Kind as I *ad been your own begetting j 
Confirm what formerly youVe given, ^ 

Nor leave mc now at fix and fevcn, > 

As Sunderland has left Miln Stephen. ■ ■ • J 
Vol. I. D No 
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No family, that takes a whelp 
.: Wliui fitil he laps and fcarce can ydib ..' ' 
Neglefts or turns him out of gate 
tVheai he's grown up to dojg's ef^tc : 
Nor pkiifli, if they oboe a^opt 
The fpVnous hrajts by JDtrolerV Aropt, 
Leave them, when grown up lufly fellows, . 
To tlie wide worlds th'at is,'the gallows : 
Ko, thank theiQ tcr tt^ii; love, that 's worfe. 
Than if t6ey 'ad thr^t^led them ar nui-fe. 
My uncle, reft his foul ! when living. 
Might have contriv'4 n)c ways of thriving"; 
Taught me with cyder to replenilh 
My vats, or ebbing tide of ihenifh. 
So when for hock I drew prickt white-wine,' 
Swear 't hj^ tK<? flavour, and was riglit wine- 
Or fent me with ten pounds to Furni- 
▼al's inn,* to fome good rogue-attorney j 
Where now, by forgjng d^ds, and cheating, 

I 'ad found fome handfome ways of getting 

All this you made me quit, tp follow 
That fneaking whey-fac'd god Ajjollo j 
Sent me among a fiddling cr^w •>% 

Of folks, t 'ad never feen nor knew, L 

Calliopp^ and God know^ wl)p. J 

To add po more inve^ives to it| 
., You fpoiPd the youth, to make a poet. 
,: In common juiHce, Sir, diere's no man 
That makes the whorcj but keepa the wonum. 

Among 



FRiOR'S POEMS. 9^ 

^Among'all ibonftft chhftian .peopie» 
Whoe'er breaks linbsy maintnins tbe crif])l<. 

The fum of all I have to fay, 
Is, that you'd put ma in ibme way ; 
And your petitioner &all pray — ^ 

There's one thing more I had a]m6ft dipt, 
Sut that may do an well in poft*£cript : 
My friend Charles Montague's preferred j 
Nor would I have it long obferv'd, 
Tliat one moufe eats, while t'other 's ibirv'd. 

Another Epistle to the fame. 



SIR, Burleigh, May 14, 1689. 

AS once a twelvemonth to the prieO^ 
Holy at JLomiQ, Imtc ancichrii)^ 
The Spanifli king fMrvifeats .«; jciHuet^ 
To ihcw his love s-r^tMt 's all that 's in it f 
For if his holM^^t would dniiop 
His reverend bun^ 'gainft hoiie's nun{v 
He n^ght b* «%uipt fcoia his own itabk 
With one more wliite^ and eke more able. 

Or as, vntk gondolas and men, his 
Good ^xceiknce tlie "duke of Venice 
•{I wifh, for rhyme, 't had been the kbg) 
-.Sails out, and gives- the gulph a rings 
Which trick of Aate, he wifely .maintains. 
Keeps kindnefs up 'cwixt old acquaintance 
!For elfe, in Iwncft truth, the fea 
ttts much lcf:> need of gold -than he, 

D 1 ^'t^ 



36f P'KioR's po•E^rs:I 

Or, not to rove, and pump one's fancy 
For.popilh firailes beyond feaj 
As folks from mud-wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn for rent ; 
. Prefcnt a turkey, or a hen. 
To ^hofe might better fparc them ten j 
Ev'n fo, with all fubmiflion, I 
(For firflmen inflance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, , 
Who. may return me much a bctter». 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ. 
To pay refpcft, and not ihew wit : 
>Jor look*alkew at what it faitli;- . 
There's no petition in it— 'faith. 

Here fome would fcratch their heads, and try- 
What tliey (hould ttrttCi ^d how, and why ^•' 
But I conceive, fuch-folk^ are quite in • 
Miftakes, in theory of writiftg. ' 
If once for priritirple 'tis lakfr 
That thought is trouble to the head ; 
I argue thus s the world agrees^ 
That he writer well, who writes with eafc t 
Then he, by fequel logical. 
Writes bell, who never thinks at all. 

Verfe comes frotn heaven, like inward light j ' 
Mere human pains can ne'er come by 't j 
The god, not we,- the p©em makes j 
We only tell folks what he -fpeaks. 
Hence,.wlicn anatomiils difcourfe. 
How like brutes^ organs arc to oursj 

» They; 
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'•They grant, if higher powers think fit| 
A bear might foon be made a wit ; 
And that, for «ny thing in nature. 
Pigs might fqueak love^odes, dogs bark fatyr. 

Memnon, though ^ftone^-^was counted vocal ; 
But 'twas the god, mean while, that fpbke all. 
Rome oft has heard a crofs haranguing, 
With prompting prieft behind the hanging : 
The wooden head refolv'd the queftion 5 
While you and Pettis helped the jeft on. 

Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius, 
Arc againlt gods, you know ; and teach us. 
The gods make not the poet ; but 
The thefis, vice-vcrfa put. 
Should Hebrew-wHebeunderilood; 
And means, the poet mstkes the* god. 

Egyptian gardeners thus are faid to 
Have fet the leeks they after pray 'd to 7 
And Romifli bakers praife the^eity 
They chipp'd while yet in its paneky. 

That when you poets fwear and cry. 
The god infpires 5 I rave, I die ; 
If inward wbd does truly fwell ye, 
*T mud be thccolick in your belly : 
That writing is but juft Hke dice. 
And lucky mains make people wife : 
That J4im4>led words, if- fortune throw 'era, 
Shall, well as Dryden, form^ a>poem ; 
Or make a fpeech, corre£b and witty. 
As you know wIm— *at the commicioe« 
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So atoips dAQcing round the cf nter,. 
They urge, made all things at a venture* 

But, granting matters iliovild be fpoke. 
By method, rather than by luck ; 
This may confine their younger (lyles,. 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's | 
But never could be meant to tye 
Authentic wits, like you and X : 
For as young children, who are tried in 
Go-carts, to keep their fleps from Aiding ; 
When members knit, and legs grow ftroiigeri^. 
Make ufe of fuch machine no longer ; 
But leap pro Ubitu^ and fcout 
On horfe call'd hobby, or without ; 
So when at ichool we firfl declaim,. 
Old Bufby walks us in a theme» 
Whofe props fupport our infant vein,. 
And help the rickets in tlic brain : 
But, when oux fouls their force dilate,^ 
And thoughts grow up to wit's eftate ;. 
In verfe or profe,, we write or diat. 
Not fix-pence matter upon what. 

*Tis not how well, an author fays 5 
But 'tis how much> that gathers praife.. 
Tonfon, who is liimfelf a wit» 
Counts writers' merits by the flieet. 
Thus each ibould down with all he thii^Si^ 
As boys eat bread, to ill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I ihottld be ^ad to fee you | > 

1 hope / 4ie well j fo Ood be wi- you j. 



Was all I thougUt ^t ftr& to write | 
But tbings ^oce tben are lUtqr'd quite; 
- Fancies flow in» and Muie flies higU : 
So God know^ when my ^lack will lie; 
I mufty Sir, prattle on, as afore. 
And beg jrowr pardon yet this half-lM>iUr« 

So at pure bam of loud Noa<on» 
Where with.ioy granam I have gOJiep 
When Lobb had fifted all lus text, 
And I well hop'd the pudding nestt ; 
** Now tp apply," has plagu'd me more»< 
Than all his villain cant bekire. 

For your religion, firft, of her 
Your friends dp favoury things aver.; 
They (ay, ihe's honcfl, as your claret. 
Not four'd with cant, nor ihimm'd with i 
Tour chamber is the fole retreat 
Of chaplains every Sunday n^ht: 
Of grace, po doubt, a certain fign, 
When lay-man herds with man divine; 
For if their fame be juftly great. 
Who would no popifli nuncio tisat $ 
Thait his is gneatsr, we muft grant. 
Who will treat nuncio's proteftant. 
One fmgle pofif ive weighs more^ 
You know, than negatives a fcoie. 

In pd&ticks, I hear, you're fbnch, 
XMreClly bent agunft the French ; 
. Deny to have y^ur ^e-born toe 
Dragoon-d vofo a wooiea flioe : 

D 4 Kl^ 
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Are in no plots 5 but fiirly driTc at • *'•• 
The pubHc wdftrc, in your private^ 
And will foT'Enghind's glory- try 
Turks, Jews, and Jcfuitsj to dcfy^ 
And keep your places till you die. 

For me, whom wandering fortune threw 
from what I lov'd) the town and you : 
Let me juft tell you how iny time is 
^aft in a country life.— ^Imprimis, 
As foon as Phcebus' rays inrpe6l usy 
Firft, Sif, I read, and then 1 breakfail | 
'So on, till forefaid god does fet, 
I fometimes iludy, fometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave boys. 
With whom old Homer- makes fuch nolfey 
The gfcatefl actions I can find. 
Are, that they did their work, and din'd^ 

The books, of which I 'm chiefly fond» 
Are fuch as you have whilom conn'd j 
That treat of China's civil law. 
And fubjefts' right in Golconda $ 
Of highway -elephants at Ceylan> 
That rob in clans, like men o* th' HighlanQ j 
Of apes that iterm, or keep a town. 
As well almofl as Count Lauzun^ 
Of unicorns and alligators, 
Elksy mermaids, mummies, Witches, fatyrs, 
And twenty other ilranger matters ; 
Which, though they 're things live no concern in^ 
Make all our grooms admire my- karningcw i 

Cntifrks 
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iCriticks I read on other men. 
And hypors upon them again ; 
From wkofe yemvks I give opinion 
On twenty books, yet ne'er look in onew 

Then all your wits that fleer and iharn, 
Down from Don Qjiixote to Tom Tram 4 
From whom I jeils knd puns puAoin> 
And ilily put them off for mine i 
•Fond to be thought a country wit : 
The reft—when fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes*} cHmb my mare, and kick het 
To bottled ale, vnd -neighbouring vicar ; 
Sometimes at Staoiford take a quart, 
Squire Shcphard*s hcalth--With ail ray heaitb 

Thus, without much delight or grief, 
I fool aWay an idle life t 
Till Shadwell from the town retires 
(ChoakM up with fame and fea-coal fires )v 
To blefs the wood with peaceful lyrick « 
Then^cy for praife and panegyrick ; 
Juftice reftor'd, and nations freed, 
And wreaths round William's glorious Iieifdw 

To the C o u N T E s 8 of D o r s e t. 
Written in her Milton. By Mn Br aubuI y. 

cSQ E E here hoW bright the firft-born virgin flione, 
'*^ And how the firft fond lover was undone 
Such charming woMis, our beauteous mother fpoke. 
As Mikon wrote, and fiich as yours her look. 
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Yoursy the befl cop^ of th' Ofigtn^ ^tce^^ 
Whofe beauty was to faroHh. all tl» rtct » 
Such chains no sothor could efeape but he ; 
There 's no way to be fafe, but not to fee* 

To the Lady Dursley. On the fame Subjed.. 
TT ERE reading how ^d Adam was betray'd^ 
■■--■" And how by fin Eve's blafted charms decayU^ 
Our common lofs unjuftly you c^mpljUQf 
So fmail that part of it, which you fufbia» 

You (lilly fair mother^ in your offspring trace 
The flock of beauty dcIUn'd £or the race : 
Kind pature^ forming them, the pattern took 
From Heaven's firfk work, and Eve's original look. 

Youy happy faint, the ferpent's power concroul : 
Scarce any a6hial guilt defiles your foul : 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boafl. 
Which gain^ a Heaven, for eartlily Eden lofl. 

With virtue flrong as yours had Eve been arm'd,- 
In vain the fruit had bluih'd, or ferpent charm'd ; 
Nor had ova blifs by penitence been bought ; 
Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton wrote. 

To my Lord Buck hurst, very young, 
playing with a Cat. 

np H £ amorous youth, wkofe tender breail 
A' Was by his darling cat poiTeft, 
Obtain'd q£ Venus bis defire^ 
^' Jficme'cr irregular his fire : 
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Nature the power of love obcy'd, 
The cat became « bluflung fioaid i 
Andy on the happy change, t]%e boy 
fimploy'A 1^9 wonder and his joy. 

Take care, O beauteous child, take care,. 
Left thou prefer fo rafh a prayer : 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
Will e*er thy favourite's charms improve. 
O quickly &oai her &rine retreat; 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 

The queen of love, who foon will fec- 
Her own Adonis live in thoe. 
Will lightly her firft lofs deplore ; 
Will eaiily forgive the boar : 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow ; 
With jealous rage her breaft will glow : 
And, on her tabby rival's face. 
She deep will mark her new difgrace. 

AN ODE. 

I. 

TXTHILE from our looks, fair nymph, you gucfi^ 
^ ^ The ftcret paffions of our mind j 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefs, 
A heart to love and grief incUnM» 

II. 

• There needs, alas ! but littk artj, 
To have this fatal fecret found ; 
With the fame cafe you tlirew the dart, 
fTis certain you may ihcw the wouivd. 



III. 
How can I fee you, and not love. 

While you as opening eaft arc fair ? 
While cold as northern blafts you prove. 

How can I love, and not defpair ? 
IV. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 

Your-potcnt-mercy may releafe : 
Soon, if my love but once were crown*d, 

Fair prophetefs, my giief would ceafe. 



A SONG. 

-T N vain you tell your parting lover, 
* You wilb fair winds may waft him over, 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
"Can equal thofe that I fuilain, 
From Aighted tows, and cold difdafn ? 

Be gentle, and in pity choofe 
To vvifli the wildeft tempefts loofe : 
That, thrown again upon the coafl 
Where firft my Ihipwreck'd heart was loft, 
I may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 
*-Of flighted V0W8, and cold difdain. 



1 
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The Despairin-g Shepherd^ 

A LEXIS ihunn'd h]S-fellow-4watnsy 
•*^ Th«ir rural fports, and jocunddrainst 

(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow \y 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks ; 
And, wandering through the lonely cockst. 

He nburifliM endlefs wo6«. 

The nymphs and ihepherds round him earner 
His grief fomepityy others blame ; 

The fatal caufc all kindly feek i 
fie mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He gave them bapk ths ir fdendly tears % 

He figh'd, hujt would not fpeak* 

Clorinda came among the reft ; 

And ihe too kind concern expreft, I 

And afk'd thie reafon of his wo6t 
She aik'dy but with an air and mien^ 
That made it eafiiy forefcen> 

She fear'd too much to know. 

The ih^phevd raisM his mournful head'} 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 

While I-thp cFuel truth reveal ? 
Wliich nothing from my breaft ihould tear | 
Which never fhouU offend your ear. 

But tliat you bid me telL 



n:\v 



4» FRIOR^S ..PO'EMS^ 

X. 

Wc wearied ihoiild lie down in death : 
This <^ieat of life would take no more» 

If you thought fame but empty breathji 
I, Phillia. but i pdjur^d: wixne. 

Ad Vinim dddlfiirpufti DominufiD S AMUELEM Shaw>^ 
cum Thefes de Ideru pro Oradu Do^borisL 
defenderet, 4 JuAii, 1692, 

T) HOE BE potens faevis morbis vel laedere genres^ 
^ Laefas folertLVcl lieleTare nanu, . , 
Afpice tu decus hoc Boftrum, placidufquc htittt 

Indomitus quantum profit in arte laboc:- 
Kon i^erum poflhao pefbmve minabcris orbi^ 

Fortius hie juvenis dum medicamen habet : 
Mitte dehinc iras, et nato carmina dona ; 

Negk^tum^elum dejice, fume lyram. 



O 



Tranffation. By Mr. Cooke. 
I PHOEBUS, deity, whofe powerful hao4 



C^an fpread difeafes tluough the joyful laivd^ 
Alike all-powerful to relieve the paiiv» . 
And bid the groaning nations fmile s^ain |. 
When this our pride you fe^, confefs you find* 
In him what art can do with labour join*d : 
Ko more the world tliy direful threats (hall fcar» 
While he, the youth, our remedy,, is near: 
Supprefs thy rage ; with verfe thy fpn infpirc» 
TJw dart ncglc^ed,.to aflume the lyre. ' ~ 
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(Qa -the Taking of Namuk« 

^T^ H £ town which Louis bought, NiifidHi re-claimSf 
-■• And brings inftead of bribes avenging flamet. 
Now, Louis, take thy^titl^ frdm abbtt, 
BoildaHflial! (ing> ^d'Wi'll believe thee Jovot 
Jfove gain'd hi^ mKhrtff^ with alkiring gold. 
But Jote4ikethee*was iitopotent and old ! 
A^te aiid'young did Iw lifce William (land, 
lie^'ad'ihhuatd the dlime> his thUndeJ^in his huA* 



Ode^ in Imitation of Hon AciEi 3 0d.ii. 
Written in 1692. 

I. 
yrOW long^ deluded Albion, ^Itthou He 
■*^ In the letbargi<^ deep, thefad repofe, 
By which thyxlofe, thy conftant enemy, 
■'■ Hat-foMy lull'd'thee to thy woes? 
Or wake, degenerateiflb, or ceafb to own * 

What thy old kbgs-in Gallic camps hav^ done | 
The fpoils they brou^6 thee back, the crowns tliey 

won-: 
William (fo fate requires) again is arm'd } 

Ttty fitthento the -field is gone : 
Again Ittaiia weeps her abfent lord, 
For thy repofe eeHfitnt M> rule alone. 
• Vol. L E At* 
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Arc thy enervate fons not yet alarm'd ? 
When Wilhara fights, dare they look tamely on^ 
So (low to get their ancient fame redor'd. 
As nor to melt at Beauty's tears, nor follow Valour's 
f word * 

II. 
Sec the repenting ifle awakes. 
Her vicious chains the generous goddefs breaks t 
The fogs around her temples are difpell'd 5 
Abroad ihe looks, and fees arm'd Belgia (land. 
Prepar'd to meet their common Lord's command ; 
Her lions roaring by her fide, her arrows in her hand : 
And, bluftiing to have been fo long with-held. 
Weeps off her crime, and haflens to the field : 
Henceforth her youth fhall be inur'd to bear 

Hazardous toil and aflive war : 
To march beneath the dog-{Var*s raging heat. 
Patient of fummer's drought, and martial fweat ; 
And only grieve in winter's camps to find 
Its days too Ihort for labours they defign'd : 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watch f , 
All day to mount the trench, to florm the breach; 
And all tlie rugged paths to tread. 
Where William and his virtue lead. 
III. 
Silence is the foul of war ; 
Deliberate counfel'muft prepare 
The mighty work, which valour muft compleat : 
Thus William refcued, thus preferves ihc Hate j 
Thus teaches ys to think and dare. 

As 
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Jls whilfl his cannon jufl prepared to breathe 

Avenging anger and fwift death, 
In the tried metal the clofe dangers glowv 

And now, too late, the dying foe 
Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the blow 5 
So whilft in William's bread ripe counfels lie^ 

Secret and fure as brooding Fate, 

No more of his defign appears. 

Than what awakens Gallia's fears j 
And (though Guilt's eye can iharply penetrate J 

Difbra^t^d Lewis can defcry 
Only a long unmeafur'd ruin nigh^ 

IV. 
On Norman coafts and banks of frighted Sein^ 

Lo ! the impending ftorms begin ; 
Britaimia fafcly through her mafter's fea> 

Plows up her viftorious way. 
The French Salmoneus throws his bolts in vain^ 
WhiHl the true Thunderer aflferts the main : 
'Tis done ! to ihelves and rocks his fleets retire^ 

Swift victory in vengeful flames 
Burns down the pride of their prefumptuous names i 
They run to ihipwreck to avoid our fire, 
And the torn veffcls that regain their coaft 
Are but fad marks to fhew the refl: are lofl r 
All this the mild, the beauteous. Queen has done. 
And William's fofter-half iliakes Lewis' throne ; 

Maria does the fea command *^ 

Whild Gallia flies her hufband's arms by landi 

E z So,^ 
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So, th§,SjMvabffi^ ii4|h fiiU ft^i^y.tbfLMlWIt 
Governs the iiles^ an4 rulqs tl^ wayj^ aJoqcs, 
So Juno thunders when 1^ Jove is gone. 
lo Britannia ! loofe thy oc^nVdii^i^j^ 
Whil(tRnij|H%ikes. the blow thy queen of^aij^r 
Thus, redfu^dy thus revcf 'd, for evief fUnd> 
And blefs the cp^nfel* ai^<) reward-the^hand, 

lo Britannia ! thy Mari^ reigns. 
V. 
Frc(m Mary's conqiiefts, and the relcued ma^. 
Let France look forth to Sambre's armed ibore» 
And boaft her joy for William's death no moie» 
He lives ; let France con^fs, the vi£tor lives : 
Her .triumphs for his death were vain> 
And fpoke her terror of his life too plain. 
The migh<f yf ars bcgin^ the day draws nigh. 
In which that one of Lewis' many wives, 
W^o» by; the baleful force of guilty charm^. 
Has long enthralled him, in her withered aifm^ 
Shi|ll o'e^ thfi plains, fro^, diflant towers on. Jaugl^ 

Caft around her mournful eye, 
; A^ with prophetic forro\Y.cry : 
** Why dqes my ruin'd lord retard his. flight? 
Why does defpair provoke his age to fight-? 
As well the wolf may venture to engage 
The angry lion's generous rage } 
Tj\e ravenous vulture, and the bird of nighiy 
As fafely tempt the {looping eagle's flight j 
As Lewis to unequal arms defy 
Yon' hero, crown'd with blooming viftory, 

5 J«ft 



Jufl triumphing o*er xebel«>n^e itfbaih'd. 

And' yet unbrc^thM from battles gtmVl. 
See! all yon' dttdy field 's quite odvor'd D'er 
With Ikoftile troops, sM Orange at their head | 

Orange, deftin'd to complete 

The great deiigns of labouring Fate; 
Orange, the name that tyrants dread : 
He comes ; our ruin*d emfnre is no more; 
DowB^ like the Perfian, goes the Gallic thrond ; 
Darius flies, young Ammon urges on." 

VI. 
Now from the dubious battle's tningled heat, 
Let Fear look back, and fbetch her hafty wing. 
Impatient to fecure ^ bafe retreat : 
Let the pale coward leave his wounded king. 

For the vile privilege to breathe, 
To live with fhame in dread of glorious death ! 
In vain : for Fate has fwifter wings than Fear, 
She follows hard, and ftiikes him in the rear; 
Dying and mad the traitor bites the ground. 
His back transfixM with a difhoneft Wound ; 
Whilft through the fierce/l troops, and thickeft prcfs. 

Virtue carries on fuccefs ; 
Whilft equal Heaven guards the diftingtnfhM brave. 
And armies cannot hurt whom angels fave. 

VII. 
Virtue to verfe immortal luibre giver, 
Each by the other's mutual friendfhip lives^} 
.£neas fuffer*d, and Achilles fought^ 
The Hero's 4^ enlarged the Poet's thought, 

E i ^x 
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Or Virgil's mi^eftyy and Homer's rage, 
H^d ne'er like lafiiog nature vtnquiih'd age. 
Whilil Lewis then his rifing terror drowns 

With drams' alarms, and trumpets' founds, 
Whilft, hid in arm'd retreats and guarded towUSy 

From danger as from honour far. 
He bribes clofe murder againft open war : 

In vain you Gallic Mufes ftrivc 
With labour'd verfe ta keep his fame alive : 
Your mouldering monuments in vain ye raife 
On the weak balis of the tyrant's praife : 
Your fongs are fold, your numbers are profane^ 

'Tis incei^e to an idol given, 

Meat ofFer'd to Prometheus' man 

That had no foul from Heaven. 
Againil his will, you chain your frighted king 

On rapid Rhine's divided bed ; 

And mock your hero, whilll ye fwg 

The wounds for which he never bled ; 
^allhood does poifon on your praife diffufe, 
And Lewis' fear gives death to Boileau's Mufc. 

VIII. 
On its own worth true raajefty is rear'd. 

And Virtue is her own reward ; 
With folid beams and native glory bright. 
She neither darknefs dreads, nor covets light ; 
True to herfelf, and fix'd to inborn laws, 
Tsor funk by fpite, nor hfted by applaufe. 
She from her fettled- orb looks calmly down, 
*^n life or death, a^prifon or a crown. 

Wh« 
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AVhcn bound in double chains poor Belgia lay. 
To foreign anns and inward ftrife a prey, 
•"IVhilft one good man buoy'd up her finking ftate. 
And Virtue laboured againft Fate ; 
When Fortune bafely with Ambition join'd. 
And all was conquered but the Patriot's mind ; 

When ftorms let loofe, and ragingTeas, 
Juft ready the torn veflel to o'erwhelm, 
Forc*d not the faithful pilot from his helm. 
Nor all the Syren fongs of future peace, 
And dazzling profpeft of a promis'd crown, 

Coxlld lure his ftubborn virtue down j 
But againft charms, and threats, and" hell, he flood. 

To that which was fcverely good ; 
Then, had no trophies juftificd his fame. 
No Poet bleft his fong with' NafTau's name. 
Virtue alone did all that honour bring, 
And Heaven as plainly pointed out The King, 

As when he at die altar ftood 

In all his types and robes of power, 
Whilft at his feet religious Britain bow*d. 
And own'd him next to what we there adore. 

'IX. 
* Say, joyful Maefe, and Boyne's viftoridlis flood, 
■ (For each has mixt his waves with royal blood) 
'When William's armies paft, did he retire, 
Or view from far the battle's diftant fire ? 
Could he believe his perfon was too dear ? 
Or ufe his greatnefs to conceal his fear ? 

£ 4 Could 
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Could prayers er ^s the daontlefs hem. more > 
Arm'd widi Heaven's .jiiftice» amd his people's, lore^ 
Through the firft waves.he wvg'd his venQuroos mtff^ 

And on the adverfe fliore arore, 
(Ten thoufaad %if9g deaths in vain oppofe). 

LUm the great Ruler of the day> 
With fhength and fwifoie^ mquntingiroin the (ea t 
Like him ^1 day he t^'d ; hut . long in n^hr 

The god had eas'd his wearied light^^ 

Ere vengeance left theflubborn foes, ' 

Or WJlliam-s labours found repofe ! 
When his troops fauker'd, flept not he< between ? 

Reftor'd the dubious %ht again. 

Marked out the ooward that durft i!y,. 

And led the fainting brave to Vi^^ory ? 

Still as ihe fled him, did he not overtake 
Her doubtfiil courfe, ftill brought her b]eeding.back-^* 
By his keen fword did not the boldeil fsU > 
Was he not king, commander, foldier, all ?-^ 
His dangers fuch as, with becoming dread. 
His fubjefts yet unborn fball .weep to read ? 
And were not thofe the only days tliat e'er. 

The pious prince rcfus'd to hear 
His friends' advices^ or his fubjefts' prayer? 

X. 

Where'er old Rhine his fruitful water tuni^ 
Or fills his vaflals* tributary urns ; 
To Belgia's fav'd dominions, and the fea« 
Whoie righted waves rejpice in WiUiam's fWay r 

Is 
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Is there a town where childrtn are not taught, 
Here Holland j)rofper*4r for here Qrao^e fought; 
Through rj|pid waters, and through %ing fire, 
Here rufh'd the prince, here made whole France.retic«^ 
By different nations. be his yalour bkft. 

In different languages xonfefl ; 

And then let- Shannon fpeak die reft : 
Let Shannon (peak, how on her wondering Aor^,. , 
" When Conqueft hovering on his arms did waif. 
And only aik*d fome lives to bribe her o'er ; 
The god-like man, the more than conqueror, 
With high contempt fent back the fpecious baitj. 
And, fcoming glory at a price too great. 
With fo much power, fuch piety did join. 

As made a perle6l virtue foar 

A pitch unknown to man before y 
And lifted Shannon's waves o'er thofe ot Boyne.. 
XI. 

Nor do his fubjc6ls- onl y fliare 
The profperous fruits of his indulgent reignj 
fiis enemies approve the pious war. 
Which, with their weapon, takes away their chaku. 
More than his fword his goodnefs fliikes his foes ;. 
They blefs his arms, and (igh they muft oppofe. 
Juilice and freedom on his conqueds; wait $ 
And 'tis for man's delight that he is great : 
Succeeding times (hall with long joy contend,. 
If he were more a viftor, or a friend : 
So. much his courage, and his mercy ftrive,. 
He wounds, to cure $ and conquers, to foijgive. 
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XII. 
Ye heroes, that have fought your country's caufe^ 
Kedrefs'd her injuries, or form'd her laws, 
'To' my adventurous fong juft witncfs bear, 
Affift the pious Mufe, and hear her fwear ; 
That 'tis no Poet's thought, no flight of youth. 

But folid ftory, and feverefl: truth. 
That William treafures up a greater name. 
Than any country, any age, can boaft : 

And all that ancient flock of fame 

He did from his fore-fathers take. 
He has improv'd, and gives with intereft back j 
And in his conllellation does unite 
Their fcatter'd rays of fainter light : 
Above or Envy's lafh, or Fortune's wheel 

That fettled glory fliall for ever dwell : 
Above the rolling orbs, and common fky. 

Where nothing comes that e'er fliall die. 
XIII. 
Where roves the Mufe? Where, thoughtlefs to return, 

Is her fliort-liv'd vefTel borne, 
By potent winds too fubje£t to be toft, 
And in the fea of William's praifes loft ? 
Nor let her tempt that deep, nor make the ihore. 

Where our abandonM youth flie fees, 

* Shipwrecked in luxury, and loft in eafe ; 
Whom nor Britannia's danger can alarm. 

Nor William's exemplary virtue warm : 

* Tell them, howe'er, the king can yet forgive 
-Their guilty (loth, their homage yet receive, 

And Jet their wounded Vionoux live : 
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But fure and fudden be their juft remorfc j 
Swift be their virtue's rife, and ftrong its courfe j 
For though for certain years and deftin'd times. 

Merit has lain confus'd with crimes ; 
Though Jove feem'd negligent of human cares, 
Nor foourgid our follies, nor retum'd our prayers, 
His juflice now demands the equal fcales. 
Sedition is fupprefs'd, and truth prevailsr: 
Fate its great ends by flow degrees attains, 
And Europe is redeemed, and William reigns. 

-Hymn to the *S ir n. Set by Dr. H. Purcell. 

And imcnded to be fung before their Majesties 
on New-year's day, 1695-4, 

I. 

T I G H T of the world, and ruler of the year, 
•'■^ With happy fpeed begin thy great career j 
And, as thou dofl thy radiant journies run. 
Through every diftant climate cfWn, 
That in fair Albion thou haft feen 
The greateft prince, the brighteft queen. 
That ever favM a land, or bleft a throne, 
-'Since firft thy beams were fpread, or genial power was 
known. 

II. 
So may thy godhead be confeft, 
-So the returning year be bkft» 

As 



As his infant months hcAow 
Springing wreadisfor WilliAm's-forowi 
As his rummer's youth (hall fhsd 
Eternal fweets around Mark's head. 
From the bkffings they beftow, 

Our times are dated, and our sera's move t 
• They govern and enlighten all beloWy 
As thou doft all aboye. 

III. 

Let our hero in the war 
A6live and fierce, like thee, appear : 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee 
When, clad in rifmg majefty, 
Thou matcheft down o'er Delos^ hills coniM, 
With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory drcft. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms employ. 

The raging Python to deflroy. 
And give the injur'd nations peace and joy. 

IV. 

From faireft years, and time's more happy florcs. 

Gather all the fmiling hours ; 
Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars.; 
Such as with conqueft have rewarded 

Triumphant vi6lors' happy cares ; 
Such as {lory has recorded 
Sacred to Naflau's long renown, 
For countries fav'd, and battles won. 

V.March 



V. 

March dlcBi.agiaiti in fiir arra;^ 
And bid them fonn the happy day^ 
The happy, day defign*d ta wait 
On William's fame, and Europe'-s fate 

Let the happy day be crown'd: 
With giM event, and'fair fuccefsj. 

No brighter in the year be foi)nd> 
ut that which btingstfae vi6lor home m pcam. 

VI. 
Again thy godhead we implore. 
Great in wifdom as in power; 
igain, for good Maria*8 fake, and ours, 

Choofe out other fmiling hours ; 
Such as with joyous wings have fled. 

When happy counfels were adviiing i 
Such as have lucky omens fhed 

0*er forming laws, and empires riling 2 
Sucht as- many- courftfs ran, 
Hand in, hand a goodly train. 
To blefs the great £liza*s reign ; 
And in the typic glory ihow^ 
^hat fiiUcE biifs MariaihaU beftow* 
VIL 

As the folemn. hours advance, 

]^nngled fend into the dance 
Many fraught v/ithall the treafurev 

. Which thy eaftem travel view« 5 
Many wing*d with: ail the pleafuves, 

Mxa can mSs^ ot^Bct^fcndHSaS^^: 
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That great Maria all thofe joys may know. 
Which, from her cares^ upon her fubie£ls fiow*. 

VIIL 
For thy own glory fing our fovereign's praiie,. 
God of vedes and of days : 
Let all thy tuneful fons adorn 

Their lading work with William's name ^ 
Let chofen Mufes yet unborn 
Take gttat Maria for their future theme : 
Eternal flru6bures let them raife. 
On William's and Maria's praife :. 
Nor want new fubjeft for the fong^ 

Nor fear they can exhanft the ftore^ 
Till nature's mufick lies unftrung ; 
Till thou, great god, ihalt lofc thy double power,, 
And touch thy lyre, and ihoot thy beams no more. 



The Lady's Lo ok i n g -Gi. as &«. 

In Imitation of a Greek Idylliumt 

f^ E L I A and I the other day 

^^ Walk'd o'er the fand-hills to the fca : 

The fetting fun adorn'd the coaft. 

His beams intire, his fiercenefs loft : 

And, on the furface of the deep. 

The winds lay only not afleep : 

The nymph did like the fcene appear^. 

Serenely plealant, calmly fair : 

Soft fell her v\x>rds^ as flew the aii^ 

With. 



} 



} 
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Wiih fecret joy I heard her fay. 
That ihe would never mifs one day 
A walk fo fine, a fight fo gay. 

But, oh the change ! the winds grow high>; 
Impending tempcfts charge the iky ; 
The lightning flies, the thunder roars ; 
And big waves lafli the frighten'd Ihores. 
Struck with the horror of the fight, 
She turns her head, and wings her flight :. 
And trembling vows, fhe'll ne'er again 
Approach the flTore, or view the main. 

Once noore at leaft look back, faid I^, 
Thyfelf in that large glafs defcry : 
When thou art in-goodrhumour dreil ; 
When gentle reafon rujcs thy breafl: ,• 
The fun upon the calmeftfea 
Appears not half fo bright as thee r 
*Tis then that with delight I rove 
Upon the boundlefs depth of love r 
T'blefs my chain ; I hand my oar ; ' 
Nor think on all I left on fhore. 

But when vain doubt and groundlefs fear 
Do that dear fooliih bofom tear ; 
When .the big lip and watery eye 
Tell me, the rifing ftorm is nigh ; 
•Tis then, thou art yon' angry main, 
•Peform'd by winds, and dafli'd by rain ^ 
And the poor failor, that muft try 
ks fury^ labours lefs than I.. 

Ship* 



Shtpwredk'dy in vain to Itnd I make) 
While Love aird-'Pste itill drivtine^baok « 
Forc'd to doat on thee thyown way, 
I cHide'thce^firff; and then obey. 
Wretched when^mthee^ vex'd when ni^ 
I with thee, or without thee, die. 



i O V E A^ D PR I B N D S HIP: 
A Pastorai., 

6y Mrs. E&izABEnrfl Singer, ^Lft^wsrd8iKi>ws« 

AifyARVLLIft. 

THITH I LE from the .flues, the Jinddy fun dcfoendSf 

^ ^- And rifing night cho ev>ening ihade extends | 
While pearly dews o-crfpiwad the fniitfol fields 
And clofing flowers TcviFing odours yield .: 
ijsc us, beneath thefe fprsading trees, recite 
What from our hearts- our Mufes may indite;; 
Nor need we, in thisxlofe retirement, feai^ 
X.eft any fwain our. amorous fccrets hear* 
Sylvian 
To every Ihepherd I would mine prodlaim^ 
Since fair Aminta is my fofteit themes 
A Granger to the loofe delights of love^ 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendihip piOTff!: 
And, while its pure and facred 6re I iing, 
diaflie goddefs df the^rorei^ thy fuocoun bring. 

Amaryllis. 
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Amaryllis. 
Propitious god of lore, my breaft infpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy plcafing fire 5 
Propitious god of love, thy fuccour bring, 
Whilft 1 thy daiiing, thy Alexis fmg ; 
Alexis, as die opening blofToms fair. 
Lovely as light, and fofc as yielding air. 
For him each virgin fighs 5 and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whifpering fpring. 
In fweeter ffarains does artful Conon fing ; 
When loud applaufes fill the crouded groves. 
And Phoebus the fuperior fong approves. 

Sylvia. 

Beauteous. Aminta is as early light, 
Breal&ing the melancholy ihades of night. 
When fhe is near, all anxious trouble flies, 
And our reviving hearts confefs her eyes. 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay deiires. 
In every breail the beauteous nymph infpires j 
And on the pldn when (he no more appears. 
The plsun a' dark and gloomy profpe£t wears. 
In vain the (fareams roll on : the eaflern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees i 
In vain the birds begin their evening fong. 
And to the filent night their not^s prolong : 
Nor groves, nor cryftal ifareams, nor verdant field. 
Does wonted pleafure in her abfence yield. 

Vol. L. F Am a* 
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Amaryllis. 

And/ in his ahfencp, all the penfive day 
In fome ohTcnre retreat I lonely ftray j 
All day to the repeating caves complain. 
In mournful accents, and a dying flrain ; 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to aU around ; 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales refound* 
Sylvia. 

On flowery banks, by every murmuring fbreain^ 
Aminta is my Mufe^s fofteft theme : 
'Tis ihe that does my artful notes reHne : , 
With fair Aminta's name my noblefl: verfe ihall fhino* 
Amaryllis. 

ni twine frefli garlands for Alexis* brows. 
And confecrate to him eternal vows : 
The charming youth ffmll my Apollo prove j 
He fhaH adorn ray fongs, and tune my voice to love* 

To the AvTHOR of the foregoing Pa^tokal^ 

"D Y Sylvia if thy charming felF be meant; 
'" If Friendlhiprbc thy virgin vows cxtcnri 
Oh I let me in Aminta's praifes join : 
Her^s my efteem ihall be, my paflion thine. 
When for thy head the garland I prepare, 
A fecond wreath fliall bind Aminta's hair; 
And, when my choicoflffongs thy worth proclalfttf 
Alternate verfe (hall blefs Aminta'i name; 
My heart fhall own the juftice of hercaufej 
And Love himfelf fubmic to Friendihip*s laws. 
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But, if, beneatli thy numbers' foft difguife^ 
Some favoured Twain, fome true Alexis lies ; 
If Amaryllis breathes thy fecret pains. 
And thy fond heart beats meafure to thy flrams^ 
May'ft thou, howe*»cr I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind ! 
May Venus long exert her happy power. 
And make thy beauty, like thy verfe, endure ! 
May every god his friendly aid afford^ 
Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres blefs thy board ! 

But, if by chance the feries of thy joys 
Permit one thought lefs chearful to arife. 
Piteous transfer it to the mournful fwain^ 
Who, loving much, who, not belov'd again^ 
Feels an ill-fated paflion's lafl excefs. 
And dies in woe, that thou may'fl live in peace. 

TO A LADY: 

She refuting to continue a Dispute with me^ 
and leaving me in the Argument* 

AN ODE. 

I. 
O P AR£, generous vifitor, fpare the fUve,, 
*^ Who did unequal war purfue j 
That more than triumph he might liare^ 
In being overcome by you. 

F % WVs. 
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11. 

In the difputc whatc'cr I faid, 

My heart was by my tongue belied ; 
And in my looks you might have read 

How much I argued on your fide. 
III. 
You, far ftrom danger as from fear. 

Might have fuftain'd an open fight : 
For feldom your opinions err ; 

Your eyes are always in the right. 
IV. 
Why, fair one, would you not rely 

On Reafon's force with Beauty's join'd ? 
Could I their prevalence deny, 

I muil at once be deaf and blind. 
V. 
Alas ! not hoping to fubdue, 

I only to the fight afpir*d : 
To keep the beauteous foe in view * 

Wa§ all the glory I defir'd. 
VI. 
But fhe, howc'er of vidory furc, 

Contemns the wreath too long delayed : 
And, arm'd with more immediate power. 

Calls cruel filence to her aid. 
VIl/ 
Deeper to wound, fhe fhuns the iSght ; 

She drops her arms, to gain the field ; 
Secures her conqueft by her flight ; 

And triumphs, when fiie fcems to yield. 

VIIL So, 
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VIII. 

So^ when tl:e Parthian turn'd his Aced, 
And from the hoflile camp withdrew. 

With cruel (kill the backward reed 
He fent ; and, as he fled, he (low. 



Seeing the Duke of Oamond's Picture 
at Sir Godfrey Kneller's. 

/^UT from the injur'd canvas, Kneller, ftrikc 
^^ Thefe lines too faint : the pi£lure is not like* 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again : 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen's glorious plain 
Place Onnond*s duke : impendent in the air 
Let his keen fabre, comet-like, appear. 
Where'er it points, denouncing death : below 
Draw routed fquadrons, and the numerous foe. 
Falling beneath, or flying from his blow : 
Till, weak with wounds, and cover'd o'er with blood 
Which from the Patriot's breafl in torrents flow*d. 
He faints ; his deed no longer feels the rein j 
But ftumbles o'er the heap, his hand had flain* 
And now exhaufled, bleeding, pale he lies } 
Lovely, fad obje£l ! in his half-clos'd eyes 
Stem vengeance yet, and lioftile terror (land : 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns command* 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call % 
Fear to approach him^ though they fee him falLi— 

F 3 O KnGlIcr» 
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O Kneller, could thy ihades and lights exprefs 
The perfect hero in that glorious drefs; 
Ages to come might Ormond's pi£lure know^ 
And palms for thee beneath his laurels grow : 
In fpite of time, thy work might ever ihine j 
Nor Homer's colours laft fo long as thine. 



CELIA TO PAMON. 

*< Atquc in amore mala haec proprio, fummeque fecundo 
** Inveniuntur.— " Lucret. lib. iv. 

TTyTH AT can I fay, what arguments can prove 

My truth, what colours can defcribc my ljpve> 
If its excefs and fury be not known, 
Jn what thy CeUa ha& already done ? 

Thy infant flames, whiliic yet they were conccar4 
^n timorous doubts, with pity I beheld 5 ' 

With eafy fmiles difpclUd the filent fear. 
That; durll not tell me what I dy'd to hear. 
In vain I ftrove to check my growing flame. 
Or flielter paiBon under friepdihip's name : 
You faw n^y heart, how it my tongue bely'd ; 
And when you prefs*d, how faintly J dcny*d.— . 

Ere guardian thought could bring its fcatter'd aid. 
Ere reafon could fupport the doubting maid. 
My foul furpriz'd, and from herfelf disjoin'd, 
tcfc 8^11 ycferve, and all the fex, behind : 

From 
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From your command her motions fhe receiv'd ; 
And not for me, but you, ihe breath'd and liv*d. 

But ever blefl be Cytherea's fhriaCf 
And fires eternal on her altars ihine ! 
Since thy dear bread has felt an equal wound ; 
Since in thy kindnefs my defires are crown'd. 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, 'tis ihown, 
Thy )oys are center'd all in me alone ; 
And fure I am, thou wouldfl not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has in its power.— 

Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to excefs, 
Yet thus receiving and returning bUfs, 
In this grea£ moment, in this golden now. 
When every trace of what, or when, or how. 
Should from my foul by raging love be torn. 
And far on fwelling feas of rapture borne ; 
A melancholy tear affli£b my eye. 
And my heart labours with a fudden (igh ; 
Invading fears repel my coward joy, 
And ills forefeen the prefent blifs deflroy* 

Poor as it is, this beauty was the caufe, 
That with firft iighs your pandng bofom rofet 
But widi no owner Beauty long will ftay, 
Upon the wings of Time borne fwift away j 
Pafs but fomc fleeting years, and thefe poor cjet 
(Where now without a boaft fome luftne lies) 
Ko longer fhall their little honours keep; 
Shall only be of ufe to read or weep : 
And on this forehead, where your verfe has {end, 
The Loves delighted^ and the Grfices play'd, 

F 4 Infultbg 
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Infulting age will trace his cruel way, 
And leave fad marks of his deftruftivc fway. 

Mov'd by my charms, with them your love may ccafe, 
And as the fuel (inks, the flame decreafe : 
Or angry heaven may quicker darts prepare. 
And ficknefs ftrike what time a while would fpare. 
Then will my fwain his glowing vows renew; 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true ; 
When my own face deters me from my glafs. 
And Kneller only Ihews what Celia was ? 

Fantadic Fame may found her wild alarms ; 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms. 
You may negleft, or quench, or hate the flame, 
Whofe fmokc too long obfcur'd your rifmg name ; 
And quickly cold indifference will enfue. 
When you Love's joys through Honour's optic view. 

Then Celia's loudeft prayer will prove too weak. 
To this abandon'd breaft to bring you back| 
When my loft lover tlie tall fliip afcends. 
With muiic gay, and wet with jovial friends, 
The tender accent of a woman's cry 
Will pafs unheard, will unregarded die i 
When the rough feaman's louder fhouts prevail. 
When fair Occafion (hews the fpringing gale. 
And Intereft guides the helm, and Honour fwells ' 
the fail. 

Some wretched lines, from this negle£led hand. 
May find my hero on the foreign ftrand. 
Warm with new fires, and plcas'd with new com- 
mand : 

While 
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While (he who wrote them, of all joy bereft. 
To the rude cenfure of the world is left j 
Jier raangled fame in barbarous paftime loft. 
The coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toaft. 

But nearer care (O pardon it!) fupplies 
Sighs to my breaft, and forrow to my eyes. 
Love, Love himfclf (the only friend I have) 
May fcorn his triumph, having bound his (lave. 
That tyrant-god, that reftlefs conqueror. 
May quit his pleafure, to affert his power^ 
Forfake the provinces tliat blefs his fway. 
To vanquiih thofe which will not yet obey. 

Another Nymph with fatal power may rife. 
To damp the finking beams of Celia's eyes 5 
With haughty pride may hear her charms confeft, - 
And fcorn the ardent vows that I have bled. 
You every night may figh for her in vain. 
And rife each morning to fome frefli difdain r 
While Celia's fofteft look may ceafe to charm. 
And her embraces want the power to warm : 
While thefe fond arms, thus circling you, may prove' 
More heavy chains than thofe of hopelefs love. 

Juft Gods ! all other things their like produce 5 
The vine arifes from her mother's juice : 
When feeble plants or tender flowers decay. 
They to their feed their images convey : 
Where the old myrtle her good influence fheds, 
Sprigs of like leaf ereft their filial heads : 
-And when the parent rofe decays and dies. 
With a refembHng face the daughter-buds arifc. 

5 That 
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That produ£l only which our pillions bear 
Eludes the planter's miferable care. 
While blooming Love afllires us golden fruit, 
Some inborn poifon taints the fecret root ; 
Soon fall the flbwers of Joy, foon feeds of Hatred | 
ihoot. 
Say, fhepherd, fay, are thefe refleftions true? 
Or was it but the woman's fear that drew 
This cruel fc^nc, unjuft to love and you? 
Will you be only and for ever mine ? 
Shall neither time nor age our fouls disjoin ? 
From this dear bofom fhall I ne'er be torn ? 
Or you grow coW, refpeftful, and forfworn ? 
And can you not for her you love do more 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 

Prologue fpoken by Lord Buckhurst, 
in Westminster-School, 

at a reprefentation of Mr. Dryden's CLEOMBNBSy 
at Chrlilmas, i69l5. 

TJISH, lord, I wilh this prologue was but Greekf 
•*• Then young Cleonidas would boldly fpeak: 
But can lord Buckhurft in poor Englifh fay, 
Gentle fpeftators, pray excufe the play ? 
No, witnefs all ye Gods of ancient Greece, 
Rather than condcfcend to terms like thefe, 

I'd 
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I 'd go to fcliool (ix hours on Chriftmas-dayy 
Or conftruc Perfius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling a£lors fliould be done^ 
Wlio tremble when they fee a critic (rpwn. 
Poor rogues, that fmart like fencers £or their bread, 
Andy if they are not wounded, are not fed. 
But, Sirs, our labour has more noble ends. 
We aft our tragedy to fee our friends : 
Our generous fcenes are for pure love repeated. 
And if you are not pleas'd, at leaft you *re treated. 
The candles and tlie clo^ths ouri^lycs we lK>ugh^ 
Our tops negleftedy and our balls, fp^got. 
To learn our parts, wc left our midijughc be^ 
Mod of you fnor'4 whilft Ckoinenes r^ ; 
Not that from this confeflioi^ we would fue 
Praife undcfervM ; wc know ourfclvi^ aofl yp\i j 
Refolv*d to (land ocjv^rii^ by ovi^. cajiji*e^ 
We neither cei>fure i^^, nor beg aj^ijfe. 
For thefe are Weft^iniker ^nd Spaf t^*s Ir^ws. 
Yet, if wc fee feme judgemfsnt well inclined. 
To young deijcrt, an4 gra>{dng yictuc l^ind, 
That critic by te]^ tb9|i£uuL i^aar]^ %?ul4. kopn^. 
That greated fouls ta gocwfnefs: of^^ bow i 
And that your little hero dpes in^x^ 
l^oc Clcomenes' more than Dorfet's fpirit* 



ko. 
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An Ode, prefented to the Kin g. 

On his Majesty's Arrival in Holland, 
after the Queen's Death, 1695. 

" Quis defiderio fit pudor aut modus 
** Tarn cari capitis ? praecipe lugubres 
•*iCantus, Melpomene." 

I. 

A T Mary's tomb (fad facred place! ) 
^ "*■ The Virtues fhall their vigils keep : 
And every Mufe, and every Grace, 

In folemn ftate fhall ever weep. 
II. 
Thfc future pious, mournful fair. 

Oft as the rolling years return, 
With fragrant wreaths and flowing hair. 

Shall' viiit her diftinguilh'd urn. 
III. 
For her the wife and great fhall mourn, 

When late records her deeds repeat : 
Ages to come, and men unborn, 

Shall blefs her name, and figh her fate. 
IV. 
Fair Albion fhall, with faithful trufV, 

Her holy queen's fad reliques guard. 
Till Heaven awakes the precious dufl. 

And gives the Saint her full reward. 

V. But 
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V. 
But let the king difmifs his wges. 

Reflecting on his fair renown; 
And take the cyprefs from his brows^ 

To put his wonted laurels on* 
VI. 
If preft by grief our monarch floops. 

In vain the Britifli lions roar : 
If he, whofe hand fuftain'd them, droops. 

The Belgic darts will wound no more. 
VII. 
Embattled princes wait tlie chief, 

Whofe voice (hould rule, whofe arm fhould Ifad; 
And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief. 

Which hixiders Europe being freed. 
VIII. 
The great example they demand 

Who fUll to conqued led the way ; 
Wilhing him prefent to command. 

As tb^y Hand ready to obey. 
IX. 
They feek that joy, which us*d to glow. 

Expanded on the Hero's face; 
When the thick fquadrons preft the foe. 

And William led the glorious chace. 
X. 
To give the mourning nations joy, 

Reftore tliem thy aiJ^fpicious light, 
Great fun : with radiant beams deftroy 

Thofe clouds, which jceep thee from our tight. 



xt. 

Let thy fublime tnericHan coiirfe 

For Mary's fetting fays atone i 
Our. luftrc, with redoubled force. 

Mud now proceed from thee alone« 
XII. 
See, pious kitfg, with difFefcnt fbrife 

Thy ftruggling Albion's bofom torn : 
So much (he fears for William's hfe. 

That Mary's fate Ihe dares not mourn* 
XIII. 
Her beauty, in thy fofter half 

Bury*d and loft, flie ought to grieve j 
But let her ftrength in thee be fafe ; 

And let her weep; but let her Mve. 
XIV. 
Thou, guardian angel, fave the land 

From thy own grief, her fidrccft foe i 
Left Britain, refcued by thy hand. 

Should bend and fink beneath thy woe^ 
XV. 
Her former triutaphs all are vain, 

Unlefs new trophies ftill be fought; 
And hoary* irfiijtifty fuftain 

The battled ^iMch thy youth haSr fbughti 
XVI; 
Where now is all that fearful love. 

Which made her hate the war's alanhs } 
That foft exccft, w^th whicH Ihe ftrove 

To ke^p her herb iii het sums'? 



XVIL V^liik 
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XVII. 
While ftill flie chid the coming fpring, 

Wluch call'd him o'er liis fubjed fcas : 
While, for the fafety of the king, 
She wilh'd the viftor's glory lefs. 
XVIII. 
^is changMj 'tis gone: fad Britain noW 

Haftens her lord to foreign wars : 
Happy, if toils may break his woe, 
Or danger may divert his cares, 
XIX. 
In martial din fhe drowns her fighs. 

Left he the rifing grief fhould hear s 
She pulls her helmet o-er her eyes, 
Left he fhould fee die falling tear. 
XX. 
Go, mighty prince $ let France be taiight. 
How conftant minds by grief are try*d ; 
How great the land, that Wdpt and fought^ 
When William led, and Mary dy'd. 
XXL 
Fierce in the battle make' it known. 

Where death with all his darts is feen. 
That he can tbuch thy heart with none. 
But that which ftruck the beauteous queeik 
XXIL 
Belgia indulged her open grief. 

While yet her mafter was not near;^ 
With fuUen pride refus'd relief^ 
And fat obdurate in dcfpair. 

XXIII. Ai 
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XXIII. 
As waters from her fluices, flowed 

Unbounded forrow from her eyes : 
To earth her bended front ihe bow'd. 
And fent her wailings to the ikies. 
XXIV. 
But when her anxious lord returned, 

Rals'd is her head, her eyes are dry*d ; 
She fmiles, as William ne*er had mourn'd, 
She looks, as Mary ne*er had dy'd. 
XXV. 
That freedom which all forrows claim. 

She does for thy content reiign : 
Her piety itfelf would blame. 

If her regrets fliould weaken thine. 
XXVI. 
To cure thy woe, Ihe fhews thy fame : 
Left the great mourner fliould forget. 
That all the race, whence Orange came. 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate, 
XXVII. 
William his country's caufe could fight. 
And with his blood her freedom feal : 
Maurice ind Henry guard that right, 
For which their pious parents fell. 
XXVIII. 
How heroes rife, how patriots fet. 

Thy father's bloom and death may tell : 
Excelling others, thefe were great : 
Thou, greater Ml, muft ^efe exccD. 

XXIX. The 
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XXIX, 

7he lail fair inilance thou mud give^ 

Whence NalTau's virtue can be try'd ; 
And fhcw the world, that thou canft live 

Intrepid, as thy confort dy'd ^ 
XXX. 
Thy virtue, whofe refiftkfe force 

No dire event could ever ftay. 
Mud carry on its defHn'd courfe; 

Though death and envy (top the way« 
XXXI. 
For Britain's fake» for Belgians, live : 

Pierced by their grief, forget thy own 5 
New toils endure, new conqueft give. 

And bring them eafe, though thou haft none^ 
XXXII. 
Vanquifh again ; though ike be gone, 

Whofe garland crown*d the viftor*s hair 9 
And reign, though (he has left the throne, 

Who made thy glory worth thy care, 
XXXIII. 
Fair Britain never yet before 

Breath'd to her king an ufelefs prayer : 
Fond Belgia never did implore. 

While William tum'd averfe his ear* 
XXXIV. 
But, (hould the weeping hero now 

Rekntlefs to their wi flies prove j 
Should he recall, with pleafing woct 

The obje^ of his grief and love 1 
Voim h Q XXXV, Hct 
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XXXV. 

Her face with thoufind beauties blcftj 

Her mind with thouAind virtues ftor-d. 
Her power with bound kfs joy confei% 

Her perfon only not ador*d-: 
XXXVI. 
Yet ought his forrow to be ch«ckt} 

Yet ought his paiHons to- abate-; 
If the great mourner would refle^b. 

Her gksjFy in hev death compleau 
XXXVII. 
She was infh^^d to.oommandy 

Great kingv by loQg obeying, thcie ; 
Her fcepter* guided' by thy handy 

PnfdFv'd the ifl.es« and rul'd the fi?«t 
XXXVIU. 
But oh ! 'twa» Uttk> that her life* 

O'er earth and water hears thy fajmo^: 
In death, 'twas worthy William'^ wif;^ 

Amidftthe fbursto fix his name. 
XXXIX. 
Beyond where matter moves,, or^placft. 

Receives its fiormsy thy vimues roll ^ 
From Mary's glouy, ai^gcls tracr- 

The beauty of her paitocr's foul* 
. XLs 
Wife Fate, which does itshftiv^n. decree 

To heroes, when they yield their br^h, 
Haftens thy triumph. Half of thee. / 

Is deify'd befece thy dfia^ 

XLI,.AV)nc 
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XLL 
Alone to thy renown 'tis given. 

Unbounded th]N>ugh lAl wotMs to go : 
While fhe, great Saint, rejoices Heaves ; 

And thou fuftainfl the orb below. 



In Imitation of Anacreon. 

LET Hiem eenfunr : what care 1 1 
The hdrd of critict I defy. 
Let the wretches know, 'I write, 
Regardlefs of their grace or fpite. 
No, no : the fair, the gey, the youngs 
Govern the nxunbers of my fong; 
All that they approve is fweet j 
And all is fenfe that diey repeat. 

Bid the warbling Nine retin ; 
Venus, ftring thy fcrvatnt's lyre : 
Love fhall be my endlefs dieme ; 
Pleafure fhall triumph over Fame i 
And, when thefc maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be minei 
May I grafp at empty praife { 
And lofe the nymph, tognn tlie bayv f 



G% ODS 



O D E 

•Suf la Prift; dc Namttr, 
vptr les Armes du Roi, TAnncc 1692V 

Par Mondeur BoiLEiiv Desprea.vx. 



OU E L L E doftc & fainte yvrftffe- 
Au^urd'hui me fait la loi ? 
Chafles Nymf^cs du Permcflc, 
K'dl-ce pas. vous que jc voi ? 
AccouKZy troupe fpavante : 
Des fons que ma lyre enfante ^ 
Ccs arbres font rejouis : 
Marquez en bien la cadence : 
Et vousy vents, faites filencc : 
Je vais parlei^ de Louis. 
II. 
T)ans fi^s chanfons irnmortellest 
Comme un aigle audacieux. 
Find are £cendant fes aides, ' 
Fuit loin des rulgaires yeux. 
Mais, 6 ma fidele lyre,. 
Si, dans Tardeur qui mlnfpire, 
Tu peus fuivre mcs tranfports ; 
Les chenes des monts de Thrace 
'JN'ont rien oiii, que n'efface 
. La douceur de tes accords. 

III. Eflce 
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AN ENGLISH BAl-LAD, 
Oa the Taking >of Namur by the King q£ 
Great Britain, iS^g* •• 
" Dulce eft defipere in loco.** 

I. and 11. 
O O M-E folk&in drunk, yet do not kngw icr 
^ So might not Bacchus give yx2a law.? ' 
Was it a Mufc, O lofty Poet, * 

Or Virgin of St. Cyr, you faw ? 
^hy all this fury^ what -s the matter,. . ^ 

That oaks mud come from. Thrace to dance? 
IMuil ftupid flocksbe taught to flattei;? 

And is there no fuch wood in France ? ^ 
Why muft the winds all hold their tor.gue ^ 

If they a little hreath fhould raife. 
Would that have fpoil'd the Poet's fong. 

Or puff'd away tlie Mpoarch'&praKiS'^:' 

Tindar, that eagle, mounts the ikiei^ . 

While Virtue leads the noble way t 
Too like a vulture Bqileau flies> 

Where 'fordid Int&reft (hews the prey. 
When once the Poet's honour ceafes. 

From reafon far his tranfports rove-t 
JinA Boileau, for eight hundred piece% . 

Jhlakes Louis uke die wall of Jovfi» 

43 I in. SleptcuK 



III. 

£il-ce Apollon ct Neptune, 
^i Air ees rocs fbvrdJkux 
Qnt, cpmpagnons de Fprtunc^ 
jftafff ces murs orgueilleux ? 
De leur enceinte fameufe 
La Sambre unie ^ h Meufe>. 
Defend le fatal abord ; 
£t par cens bouclies horribles 
L'airaiii fur ces moms terrihles 
Vomit lefier^ & la moot. 

IV. 
IMx mille vaillans Alci<3es 
Les bordant de t6ute^ parts^ 
ly flairs au loin homicides 
Font petiilcr lears remparts t 
£t dans fon fein Jnfidele 
Par toute la terre y recclc 
Un feu pret ^ s'^lancer, 
Q^i foudain per^ant fon goufre^ 
Ouvrc un fepulchre de foufre, 
A quiconque ofe avancer. 

V. 
Kamur, devant tes muraillei 
Jadis la Grece eut vingt ans 
Sans fruit veu les funerailles 
De fes plus fiers combattans. 
Quelle efTroyable puifiahce 
Aujourd*hui pourtant s'avancc, 



Prcte 
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III. 
Keptune and Sol came, from above, . . 

ShapM like Megrigny and Vau W ? 
They arm'd thefe rocks ; then ^ewM old |ove 

Of Marli wood the wondfous plan. 
Such wallsy thcfe three wife Gods agreed. 

By human fdrce could ne'er be ihaken i 
But you and I in Homer read 

Of gods, as well ^s men, miflaken* 
Sambre and Maefe their waves may join ; 

But ne'er can William^s force rellrain : 
He*ll pafs them both, who pafs'd the Boyhe : 

Remember this, and arm the &ine. 

IV. * 

Full fifteen thoufand lufty Fellows 

With fire and fwbrd the fort maintain : 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us ; 

Yet out they marched, like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below. 

Did death and toihbs for foes coAtHVft : 
Yet matters have been ordered fo. 

That moft of us are ftilt alive. 
V. 
If Namur be compir'd tb 1* roy ; 

Then Britain's boys txdcil'd the Grrteks :' 
Their fiege did till Idhg ytafs fempby • 

We 've dbnt Oiif bufillefs in fell wefcKs. 
What godhead does (b fift advance, * 

With dreadful poWer, thbfe hills ta gdn ? 
*Tis little Will, the fcourge of France j 

Mo godhead, but the firfl of men. 

G4 Hit 
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Prete a foudroycr tcs monts ? 
Q^el bruit, quel feu I'cnvlronne > 
C'fift Jupiter en perfonne j 
Dti c*cft Ic vainqueur de Mons. 

VI. 

N'en doutc point : c'cft lui-mcmt. 
Tout brille en lui j tout eft roi. 
Dans Bruxelles Naffau blSme 
Commence a trembler pour tol. 
£n vain il voit le Batave, 
1)efbrmait docile efclave, 
Rang6 fbus fes ^tendarts : 
£n vain au lion Belgique 
H voit 1* aiglc Gcrmaniquc 
Unl fous Ics leopards. 

VII. 

Plcin dc la frayeur nouvcUc, 
Dont fes fens font agites^ 
A fon fecours il appelle 
Les peuples les plus vantes. 
Ceux-la viennent du rivage, 
Qu c'cnorgucillit le Tage 
J>e VoT, qui roule en fes eaux ; 
Ceux-ci des champs, ou la neige 
Des marais de la Norv%e 
^euf mo» couvrc les rofeaux. 



Vnr. Mai<* 
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His mortal arm exerts the power 

To keep e'en Mons*s viOoqt under : 
And that fame Jupiter no m^ore 

Shall ^ght the world with impicfus thunder. 
VI. 
Our King thtfs trembles at ^amur ; 

Whilft Villeroy, who ne'er afraid is. 
To Bruxellcs marches on fecure. 

To bomb the monks, and fcare the ladies. 
After this glorious expedinon, 

One battle makes the Marihal great : 
He muft perform -the King's commiflion : 

Who knows but Orange may retreat > 
Kings are allow'd to feign the gout. 

Or be prevail'd with not to fight-: 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt> 

That William would preferve that right, 
VII. 
from Seine ahd Loyre, to Rhone and Po^ . 

See every mofhefs fon appear : 
In fuch a cafe ne*er blame a foe. 

If he betrays fome little jfear. 
He comes, the mighty Villeroy comes; 

Finds a fmall river in his way : 
So waves his colours, beats his drums i 

And thinks it prudent there to flay. 
The Gallic troops breathe blood and warj 

The Marihal cares not to march fader ^ 
Poor Villeroy moves fo flowly here. 

We fancied ail, it was his Maiber« 

\nL Will 
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Vllf. 
Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumeaujc effrayes, 
Des froids torrens (k Decembre 
Les champs par tout font noyes* 
Cerfes s'eafuity epbrce 
De voir en proye a Boree 
Ses guerets d'epics charges^ 
£t fous les um& fangeufes 
Des Hyades oi:jge«fes 
Tous fes trefors fubmerges. 

IX, 

Deployez toutes vos rages, 
Princes, vents^ peuples, frimats; 
RamafTez tous vos nuages ; 
Raflemblez tous vos foldats. 
Malgr^ vous Namur en poudre 
S'en va tomber fous la foudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gand la fuperbe Efpagnole^ 
Saint Omerj Bezan9on, Dole, . 
Ypresy Maflricht, & Cambray. 

X. ■ ■ 

Mes i^r^fages s'kccDtnpliflbiit % 

II commence I chanceler : 

Sous les coups qui rfetentiflent 

Ses mur^ 5*^(11 vent s'^croiiler. 

- . ' ' Mars 
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VIIJ. 
Will no kind fioody r>o fs^ftdly xm^f 

DKguiic the Mar4)»rj» piw di(gn«e? 
No torrents fwell the low Mtb^oe ? 

The world will fay, ha dijHfft not p^fc. 
Why will no Hyade9 ftppetr» 

Dear Poet, on the banks of Sambre j 
Jttft as they did that naiglity year, 

When you turned June io«» Jl^ep^r } 
The water-nymphs are too MoKipd 

To Villeroy ; are the land-^y^P^l^. fo ? 
And fly they aU» at once comiHO*4 

To ihame a General, aad a Qeau i 
IX, 
Truth, juflice, fenfe, yejigipp, femtt 

May join to hnifk Wiljiai^'s (lory : 
Nations fet free may bUfs bi^ name ; 

And France in fecrft ov(^ bi§..glpry» 
But Ypres, Maftricht, and Cambray^ 

Befan9on, Ghent, St. Omers, Lifle, 
Courtray, and Dok Y© Cjriticji fty> 

How poor to this was Pindar't ftylo ? 
With eke's and alfo's taok th/ Ali«r^.. . . 

Great bard I and Cmg th« dieatkUft Pm^ 
Who loft Namur the kfa^ cump^gOL 

He bought Diiunuyd, and plundef'4 Di^c* 
X, 
1 11 hold ten pound my drUm i&.QHt;« 

I 'd tell it you, bx^fof tbq V^*^ 

Of thofe confounded dnwM t Wl^eiilft 

Yoft' bloody rogues intend a battle* 

Dear 
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Mars en feu qui les domine. 
Souffle a grand bruit leur ruine» 
£t les bombes dans les airs 
AUant chepcher le tonnere, 
Sembient tombant fur la terre^ 
Vouloir s'ouvrir les enfers. 

XL 

AccDureZy Naffaut Baviere, 
J)e ces murs Punique efpoir : 
A couvert d'une riviere 
Venez : vo«s poavez tout •voir* 
Confiderez ces approches : 
Voyez grimper fur ce^ roches 
Ces athletes belliqueux ; 
£c dans 'les eaux, dans la flarae» 
JLouis a tout donnant I'ame, 
Marcher, courir avec eux. 

Comemplez dans la templte» 
<]>)ii fort de ces boulevars. 
La plume qui fur fa tefie 
AcgtMpi^ les regards. 
A cet altce redoubtable 
. Tp^jours un fort favorable 
"S'attache dans les combats : 
£t todijottra avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la vi^toire 
Vole, tc le fttift i grands JMI« 
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Dear me ! a hundred thoufand French 

With terror £11 the neighbouring £eld t . , 
While Williatn carries on the trench. 
Till both the town and cafUe yield. 
Villeroy to fioufflers (hould advance. 

Says Mars, through cannons' mouths in fire f 
Id eft, one Marekhal of France 
Tells t'other, he can come no nigher» 
XI. 
Regain the lines the fliortefl way, * 

Villeroy j or to Verfailles take poftf 
For, having feen it, thou canft fay 

The fteps, by which Namur was loft. 
The fmoke and flame may vex thy figfit r 

Look not once back r but, as thou goeft;. 
QH^^^^'^ ^^ fquadrons in their flight, 
And bid the devil take the flowelL 
Think not what reafon to produce. 
From Lows to conceal thy fear : 
He 11 own the (trength of thy excufe $ 
Tell him that WilHam was but there* 
XII. 
Now let us look for Louis' feather. 
That us'd to ihine fo like a ftar : 
The Generals could not get together, 

Wanting that influence, great in Wan 
O Poet f thou hadft been difcreeter, 

Hanging the moni^rch's hat fo high j 
If thou hadft dubb'cl thy ftar, a meteor. 
That did but' blaze, ind ibift, kdd die. 

xra. T#. 
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X!llt. 

Grants d^'nfeurs de I'fifpaghe, 
Montret-vous : il en eft terns : 
Courage ; vers la Mahagne 
Voila vol drapeauC^ ftbttans. 

N'ont veu fur kutt foibfes lives 
Tant dc gwerriers ViAiafler. 
Courez done : Qui Tt)Us retarde ? 
Toot Tunivf M Vous regarded 
N'ofcziTOtK It'thtverfer > 

Loin d^rftmier kpaflkge^ 
A Vol nombreoX'lHitsuUoofy 
Luxembourg » 4u rM^ag)» 
Recul^ {i» pnvillonsi 
Quoi ? le^f felil ti^^oGt rout gltee ? 
Ou font cos chefs plifehis d'audacic^ 
Jadis fi prpippts a marcher* 
Qui d&voieBt d^ la Taxnife^ 
£t de la Drave foumite, 
Jufqu' a Paiis nf^us cbercbtr? 

CependiUHt r^firoi redouMe* 
Sur les reippiarts de Naipur. 
Son gpuverneqr qui fe trouble 
S'enfuic fous fon d^rof^r fA«r* 

3 J^a 
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To animate the doubtful fight, 

Namur in vain expe^ that ray ? 
In vain France hopes, the fkkly light 

Should* ihine near "William's fuller day t 
It knows Vcrfai lies, 'its proj5cr ftation i 

Nor cares for any fbf^gfi fphere : 
Where you (^ Boileau's^conlltllatifii^ 

Be fure no danger caa be near« 

xty: 

The French hadgather'd all their force ; 

And William met them in their way : 
Yet off they brufli'd, both foot and hbrfc. 

What has friend Boileau left to fay ? 
When his high Mbfe is bent upon % 

To fing her king — ^that grejit coitimapdixj 
Or on the fliores of *ttelleff>ont. 

Or in the valleys near Scamander j 
Would it not fpoil his noble talk, 

If any foolilh Phrygian there is. 
Impertinent enough to a(k, 

How far Namur may be from Paris ? 

XV. 

Two ftanzas more before we end. 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and £re t 
Leave them behind you, honcft friend j 

And with your countrymen retire. 

Your 
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Deja jufques a fes partes 
Je vol monter nos cohoites^ 
La flame & le fer ea main : 
Et-Air les monceaux de piques, 
Dexorps morts, de rocs, de briques> 
S'ouvrir.UA large chsmiA. 

XVI. 
C'en eft fait. Je viens dVntendte 
Sur CCS rochers ^perdus 
Battre un (igiial pour fe rendre; 
Le feu cede. Ik font rendus^ 
Depoi^illez votre arrogance, 
Fiera enemis de la France^ 
£t deformais gracieux, 
Allez a Liege, a BruxeIIet» 
pQjTter les humbles novellei 
ik Namur jpris a vos yeui*. 
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XT ode is fpoilt ; Namur is freed ; 

For Dixmuyd fomething yet is due t 
o good count Gulfcard may proceed i 

But Boufflcrs, Sir, one word with you.— 
XVI. 
'Tis done. In fight of thcfc commanderr, ^ 

Who neither fight, nor raife the iiege. 
The foes of France march fafe through Fkaderrt 

Divide to'Bruxelles, or to Liege* 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Boufflers may new honours gain : . 
He the fame play hy land has (hewn. 

As Tourville did upon the main. 
Yet is the Marfhal made a peer : 

O Witliam, may thy arms advance ? 
That he may lofe Dinant n^xt year, 

And fo be condabl^ of France, 
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AN O D £• 

I. 

nr^ H E merchaot, to fccure his treafure, 
-^ Conveys it in a borrow'd name : 
Euphelia ferves to grace my meafure ; 
But Cloc is my real flame. 

II. 

My foftefl verfe, my darling lyre^ 

Upon Euphelia*s toilet lay ; 
When Cloe noted, her defirc. 

That I ihould fing, tliat I ihould play. 

III. 

My lyre I tunc, my voice I raife. 
But with my numbers mix my fighs ; 

And, whilft I fmg £uphella*s praife, 
I fix my foul on Cloe*s eyes. 

IV. 

Fair Cloe blufh'd : Euphelia frownM : 

I fung, and gaz'd : I play'd, and trembled : 

And Venus to the Loves around 
RemaiHa; how ill wc all dilTembled. 



Prcfeated 
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Prefented to the Ki ng, at his Arrival in Holland, 
after the Difcovcry of the Conspiracy, 1696, 

" Serus in coelum reUeas, diuque 
" Laetus inrcrfis populo Quirini : 
•* Neve te noftris vitiis iniquum 

" Qcyor aura 
" Tollat — '* Hor. ad Auguftum* 

'\7' E careful angels, whom eternal Fate 
■*• Ordains, on earth and human afts to wait ; 
Who turn with fecrct power this refllefs ball. 
And bid predcftin'd empires rife and fail : 
Your facrcd aid religious monarchs own ; 
When firft they merit, then afcend the thione : 
But tyrants dread you, left your juft decree 
Transfer the power, and fet the people free. 
See refcued Britain at your altars bow ; 
And hear her hymns your happy care avow : 
That dill her axes and her rods fupport 
The judge's frown, and grace the awful court j 
That Law with all her pompous terror ftands. 
To wreft the dagger from the traitor's hands ; 
And rigid Juftice reads the fatal word, 
Poifes the balance firft, then draws the fword. 

Britain her fafety to your guidance owns, 
That fhc can feparate parricides from fons 1 
That, impious rage difarm'd, fhe lives and reigns, 
Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. 

H a And 
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And thouy great inini(ler» above the refl 
Of guardian fpirits, be thou for ever bleft ; 
Thou who of old waft fent to Ifracrs court, 
Vith ftcret aid great David's ftrong fupport. 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And ftrike the ufelefs javelin to the wall. 
Tliy later care o*cr William's temples held. 
On Boync's propitious hanks, the heavenly fliield ; 
W'Kcn power divine did fovercign right declare ; 
And cannons marked whom they were bid to fparc. 

Still, blcffed angel, be thy care the fame ! 
Be William's life untouched, as is his fame ! 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand : 
Save thou the King, as he has fav'd the land ! 

Wc angels' forms in pious monarchs view j 
Wc reverence William ; for he a£ls like you ; 
Like you, commifTion'd to chaftife and blefs. 
He muft avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent Fate our potent prayer receives ; 
And ftill Britannia fmiles, and William lives. 
The hero dear to earth, by heaven bclov'd. 
By troubles muft be vcx'd, by dangers prov'd : 
His foes muft aid, to make his fame compleat, 
And fix his throne fecure on their defeat. 

So, plough with fuddcn rage the tcmpeft comes ; 
Though thd winds roar ; and though the water foams j 
Imperial Britain on the fea looks down, 
And fmiling fees her rebel-fubjefts frown. 
Striking her cliff, thelflorm confirms her power; 
The waves but whiten her triumphant fiiorc ; 

I * U 
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In vain they would advance, in vain retreat ; 
Broken they dafli, and perifh at her feet. 

For William (lill new vronders (hall be ihown : 
The powers, that refcucd, (hall prcferve the ^hrouDC, 
Safe on his darling Britain's jovful fca. 
Behold, the monarch plows his liquid way : 
His fleets in thumlcr through the world declare, 
Whofe empire they ohey, whofe arms they Ijear, 
Blefs'd by afpiring winds, he finds the ftrand 
Blacken'd with crouds j he fees the nation ftand, 
Blefflng his fafety, proud of his command. 
In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their greit leader's praife ; hy turns they tell. 
And iiften, each with emulous glory fir'd, 
IlowWi.liara comiuer'd, and how France retir'd* 
How Belgia, freed, the hero's arm confcfs'd, 
But trembled for the courage wliich (he blelh 

O Louis, from this great example know, 
To l)e at once a hero and a foe : 
By founding trumpets, hear, and rattling drums. 
When William to the open vengeance comes : 
And fee the foldicr plead the monarch's right, 
Heading his troops, and foremolt in the fight. 

Hence then, clofe ambu(h and perfidious war, 
Down to your native feats of night repair. 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride 
RedrainM, behind the vi6lor's cha iot tied 
In brazen knots and everlafling chains 
(So Europe** peace, fo William*s fate ordains). 

U 3 While 
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While on the ivory chair, in happy ftate, 

He fits, fccure in innocence, and great 

In regal clemency ; and views beneath 

Averted darts of rage, and pointlcfs arms of death. 

THE SECRETARY, 
Written at The Hague, 1696. 

TTTHILE with labour affiduous due plcafure I mi' 
^ ^ And in one day atone for the bufmefs of fix, 
In a little Dutch chaife on a Saturday night, 
On my left-hand my Horace, a Nymph on my right j 
No memoirs to compofe, and no poft-boy to move, 
That on Sunday may hinder the foftnefs of love j 
For her, neither vifits, nor parties at tea, 
Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee. 
This night and the next fhall be her's, fhall be mine. 
To good or ill-fortune the third we refign : 
Thus fcorning the world, and fuperior to fate, 
I drive on my car in proceflional ftate. 
So with Phia through Athens Piiifbratus rode ; 
Men thought her Minerva, and him a new god. 
But why Ihould I ftories of Athens rehearfe, 
Where people knew love, and were partial to veife } 
Since none can with juftice my pleafures oppofc. 
In Holland half drowned in intereft and profe ? 
By Greece and paft ages what need I be tried. 
When The Hague and the prefent are botli on my fide ? 

And 
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And is it enough for the joys of tlie day. 

To think what Anacreon or Sappho would fay ? 

When good Vandcrgoes, and his provident Vrow, 

As they gaze on my triumph, do freely allow, 

That, fcarch all the province, you'll find no man dar is. 

So bled as the Engliihen Heer Secretar' is. 



TO CLOE WEEPING. 

Q E E, whilfl: thou weep*ft, fair Cloc, fee 
^ The world in fympathy with thee. 
The chcarful birds no longer fing ; 
Each drops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their bofom lower. 
And ihed their forrows in a fhower. 
The brooks beyond their limits flow 5 
And louder murmurs fpcak their woe. 
The nymphs and fwains adopt thy cares ; 
They heave thy iighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantallic nymph ! that grief ihould move 
Thy heart obdurate againft love. 
Strange tears ! whofe power can foften all, 
But that dear bread on which they fall* 



H4 • T« 
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T9 Mr. Howard. 
AN ODE. 

I. 

^t\ EAR Ho\wd, from the foft aflaults of love, 
"^'^ Poets and Painters never arc Tecure j 
'■^ Ciu I untouch'd the fur-one's paHjons move ; 
Or diou'drtw^ bcaot}*/ ancl*nt)t fed its power? 
II. 
' To great Apicllcs when young Am mon brouglic 
The ctarling idol of his captive heart; 
And the pleas'd nymph with kind attention fat, 
To have her charms recorded by his art : 
111. 
The amorous mafter^wn'd her potent eyes j 

Sigh'd when be look'd, and trembled as hexircw; 
Each flowing line confirm'd his firft furprize, 
And> 4s th^ piece advanc'd, tin: pafTion grew. 
IV. 
While Philip's fon, while Venus* Ton, was near. 

What different tortures does his boforo feci ! 
Great was the* Rival, and the God fevere : 
Nor could he hide his Hame, nor durA reveal. 
V. 
The prince, renown'd in bounty as in arms. 

With pity faw the ill-conceal'd diftrefs j 
Quitted his title to Campafpe's charms, 

And gave the faif-oae to the friend's embrace. -, 

VX. Thu^ 
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VI. 

Thus the more beauteous Cloe fat to thee^ 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art : 

But happy tlK)U, from Cupid's arrow free^ 

And Aaiiies that pierced thy predeceilbr's heart ! 

^"- , , 

Had thy poor bread received an equal pain ; 

Had I been veiled with the monarches powers 
Thou muft have figh*d, unlucky youth, in vain ; - 

Nor from my bounty hadil thou found a cure. - 
VIII. 
Though, to convince tliee that the friend did fed 

A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 
I would have footK*d the flame I could not heal ; 

Given thee the world j though I wiih-hcld the fair. 



LOVE DI SAR MED. 

"DENEATH a myrtle's verdant iHaae • 
•" As Cloe. half afleep was laid, 
Cupid pcrch'd lightly on heir bt-ead. 
And in that heaven defir*d to reft : ' 

Over her paps his wings he fpread 1 
Between he found a downy bed. 
And neftled-in hts little head. 

Still lay tl^e God : the nymph, furpriz'd. 
Yet miftrefs' of herfelf, devisM, 
How ihe the vagrant might inthrall, 
^ And captive him/ who captives all. * 



•V 



1 
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Her bodice half-way flic unlac*d 5 
About his ifltiSs fhe flily cad 
The filkeni bond, and held him fad. 

The god awak'd ; and thrice in vain 
He ftrove t6 break the cruel chain i 
And thrice in vain he (hook his wing, « 
Incumber'd in the lilken firing. 

Fluttering the God, and weeping, faid. 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid. 
Who happen'd, being blind, to fttiy. 
And on thy bofom loft his way ; 
Who ibray'd, alas ? but knew too well. 
He never there muft hope to dwell : 
Set an unhappy prifoner free. 
Who ne'er intended harm to thee. 

To me pertains not, (he replies. 
To know or care where Cupid flics ; 
What are his haunts, or which his way ; 
Where he would dwell, or whither ftray : 
Yet will I never fet thee free ; 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 

Vain fears that vex. thy virgin heart! 
1*11 give thee up my bow and dart ; 
Untangle but this cruel chain. 
And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : fecure my virgin heart t 
Inftant give up thy bow and dart : 
The chain I'll in return untie ; 
And freely thou again ihalt fly. 



} 
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Thus fhe the captive did deliver ; 

The captive thus gave up his quiver. . 

The God difarmM, e'er fmce that day, 

Pafles his life in harmlefs play ; 

Flies round, or fits upon her breaft, 

A little, fluttering, idle gueft. 

E'er fince that day, the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid's ftead j 
Direfts his arrow as (he wills j 
Gives grief, or pleafure ; fpares, or kills. 



CLOE HUNTING. 

T> E H I N D her neck her comely treflcs tied, 

■*^ Her ivory quiver graceful by her fide, 

A-hunting Cloe went : fhe loft her way. 

And through the woods uncertain chanc'd to ftray. 

Apollo, pafling by, beheld the maid | 

And, (ifler dear, bright Cynthia, turn, he faid : 

The hunted hind lies clofc in yonder brake. 

Loud Cupid laugh'd, to fee the God*s miftakc j 

And, laughing, cried. Learn better, great divine. 

To know thy kindred, and to honour mint. 

Rightly advis'd, far hence thy fifter feek. 

Or on Meander's bank, or Latmus' peak. 

But in this nymph, my friend, my fifter know: 

She draws my arrows, and Ihc bends my bow » 

Fair Thames ihe haunts, and every neighbouring *grovc. 

Sacred to foft recefs, and gentle love. 

Go, 
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Gof with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed fpear 
At the rough hoar, or chafe the Hying deer : 
I and my Cloe take a nobler aim : 
At human hearts we fling, nor ever mifs the game. 



CUPID AND GANYMEDE. 

T N Heaven, one holy-day, you read 
•^ In wife Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedlefs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to pafs an hour, or fo. 
Thelittle Trojan, by the way. 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

iThe god unliappily engag'd, 
By nature rafh, by play enrag'd, 
Complain'd, and figh*d, and cried, and fretted j 
Xx)ft cvcsy earthly thing he licttcd : 
In ready money, all the (lore 
Pick*d-up long fmce from Danac's (hower; 
A fnufF-l)ox, fet with bleeding heans, 
Rubies, all picrc'd with diamond dartt ; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood 
(T'he tree in Ida's foreft flood) i 
His bowl pure gold, the very fame 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame j 
Two table-books in (hagrcen covers, 
Fill'd with good verfe from real lovers j 
Merchandife rare ! a billet-doux^ 
Its matter pafllonatc, yet true ; 

Heaps 
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Heaps of hair-rings, and cyphered fcals j Z) 

Rich trifles 5 ferious bagatelles. , ,\ 

What fad diforders play begets ! . .; \ 

Dcfperate and mad, at length he fets./ »fi 
Thofe darts, whofe points makes gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his power : 
Thofe d^rts, whence all our joy. /indf pain 
A rife : tliofe darts — Come, fcvcn's the maift. 
Cries Ganymede : the ufual trick : . 
Seven, flurafix; eleven: a nick. 

Ill news goes fall : 'twas quickly known. 
That iimple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venus flew : 
Too late flie found the thing too true. 
Guefs how the goddeli greets her fon : . 
Come hither, firrah ; no, begone ; 
And, hark ye, is it fo indeed ?. 
A comrade you for Ganymede ? 
An imp as wicked, for his age. 
As any earthly lady*s page \ 
A fcandal and a fcourge to Troy ; 
A prince's fon ; a black-guard boyj 
A (harper, that with box and dice 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
All Heaven is by the cars together. 
Since ftrCl that little rogue came hither : 
Juno herfclf Jias had no peace : 
And truly I *ve been favoured lefs : 
For Jove, as Fame reports (but Fame "^ 1 

Says tilings not fit fpr me to name), 

Ila^ 
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Has zB:cd ill for fuch a god, 
And takeh ways extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child, fhe faid, 
(Her anger by her grief allayM) 
Unhappy child, who thus haft loft 
All the eftate we e*er could boaft ; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou nin. 
Thy name defpis*d> thy weaknefs known > 
Nor ihall thy ihrine on earth be crown*d j 
Nor ihall thy power in Heaven be own*d ; 
When thou nor man nor god canft wound. 

Obedient Cupid kneeling cried, 
Ceafe, deareft mother, ceafe to chide : 
Gany's a cheat, and I 'm a bubble : 
Yet why this great excefs of trouble ? 
The dice were falfe : the darts are gone : 
Yet how are you, or I, undone ? 

The lofs of thefe I can fupply 
With keener fhafts from Cloe's eye : 
Fear not we e'er csin be difgrac*d. 
While that bright magazine fhall laft : 
Your croudcd altars ftill fhall fmoke ; 
And man your friendly aid invoke : 
Jove ihall again revere your power. 
And rife a fwan^ or fall a fhower. 



} 



CUPID 
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CUPID MISTAKEN* 

I. 
A S after noon, one; rummer's day, 
-^^ Venus flood bathing in a river j 
Cupid a-lhooting went that way, 

New llrung his bow, new fill'd his. quiver. 
II. 
With fkill he chofe his fharpeft dsirt. 

With all his might his bow he drew; 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too-well-giiided arrow flew. 
III. 
I faint ! I die ! the goddefs cried : 

cruel, could'fl thou find none other. 
To wreck thy fpleen on ? parricide i 

Like Nero, thou haft flain thy mother. 

Poor Cupid fobbing fcarce could fpeak ; 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas f how eafy my miftake ? 

1 took you for your likenefs Cloc. 

VENUS MISTAKEN. 

I. 

TTTTHEN Cloe's pi^ure was to Venus fliownj 
Surpriz'd, the goddefs took it for her own. 
And what, faid ihe, does this bold painter mean ? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked fccn ? 

7 11. Pleas'4 
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ir. 

Plcas'd Cupid heard, and clieck'd his mother's pride : 
And who's blind now, Mamma? the urchin cried. 
'Tis Cloe's eye, and cheek, and lip, and breaft : 
Friend Howard's genius fancied all the red. 



A SONG. 

T F wine and mufick have the power 
•*- To eafd the ficknefs of the foul j 
Let Phoebus every firing explore ; 

And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ. 

To make my Cloe's abfence light 5 
And feek for pleafure, to deftroy 

The forrows of thi& live-long night. 

But flie to-morrow will return : 

Venus, be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles flrow, thy odours bum ; 

And meet thy favourite nymph in ftatc. 
Kind goddefs, to no other powers 

Let us to-morrow's bleffings own : 
Thy darling loves ihall guide the hours ; 

And all the day be thine alone. 



T H E 
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THE DOVE. 

*« — Twtamc )pu&i$ coplelHbu? ijr?e ?" YiRC. 

I. 

T N Virgirs facred vcrfe we find, 
^ That paflion can depreft or raife 
The heavenly, as the human mind : 
Who dare ^Jcny what Virgil fays ? 
H. 
•But, if they fhould, w^at our great mader 
Has-tlwis laid down, my tale fliall prove : 
Fair Venus wept the fad dtfafter 
Of having loft her favourite Dore. 
IIL 
In complaifance poor Cupid moum'd ; 
His grief relieved his mother's pain ; 
He vow'd he M kave no ftone unturned. 
But flie &ould have hor Dove agm. 
IV. 
Though none, faid he, ihall yet be namM, 

I'^know the felon well enough : 

c3iK be ihe not, Mamma, condemned 

Without a fair and legal proof. 

y. 

With that, his longeft dart he took, 

As coniUble would take his ftafF: 
That gods defire like men ro look. 

Would make ey'n Heraclitus laugh. 
Vol, L I VI. Love's 
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vi. 

Love's fubalterns, a duteous band. 

Like watchmen, round their chief appear : 
Each had his lantern in his hand ; 

And Venus mafk'd brought up the rear, 
VIL 
Accoutcr'd thus, their eager flep> 

To Cloc*s lodging they direfted r 
(At once I write, alas ! and weep, 

That Cloe is of theft fufpefted). 
VIIL 
Late they fet out, .had far to ff> : 

St. Dunf^an's as they pafs'd flruck one. 
Cloe, for reafons good, you know. 

Lives at tlie fober end o' th* town. 
IX. 
With one great peal they rap the door> 

Like footmen on a vifiting-day. 
Folks at her houfe at fuch an hour ! 

Lord ! what will all the neighbours fay ? 
X. 
The door is open : up tliey run : 

Nor prayers, nor threats, divert their fpeed : 
Thieves ! thieves ! cries Sufanj we 're undone; 

They '11 kill my miftrefb in her bed. 
XL 
In bed indeed the nymph had been 

Three hours : for, all hiftorians fay. 
She cjmmonly went up at ten, 

Unlefs piquet was in the way. 

XIL Slic 
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XII. 
She wak'd, be furc, with ftrange furprizc : • 

O Cupid, is this right or law, 
Thus to difturb the brighteft eyes. 
That ever flept, or ever faw > 
XIII. 
Have you obfervM a fitting hare, 

Liftening, and fearful of' the Itorm 

Of horns, and hounds, clap back her ear. 

Afraid- to keep, or leave her form ? 

XIV. 

Or have you mark'd a partridge quake, 

Viewing the towering falcon nigh ? 
She cuddles low behind the brake : , 
Nor would Ihe ilay : nor dares Ihe fly, 
XV. 
Then have you fecn the beauteous maid ; 

When gazing on her midnight foes. 
She turn'd each way her frighted head. 
Then funk it deep beneath the cloaths. 
XVI- 
Venus this while was in the chamber 

Incognito : for Sufan faid. 
It fmelt fo (Irong of myrrh and amber— 
And Sufan is no lying maidi 
XVIL 
But, fince we have no prefcnt need 

Of Venus for an epifode : 
With Cupid let us e'en proceed j 
And thus to Cloe fpoke the god : 

I 2 XVIII. Hold 
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Xtttt. 
Hold u^ yoM- head : hold up yonr hand : 

Would it wer« not my iot to &ew yt 
This cruel writ, wherein you ftand 
Indi6led by the name of Cloe ! 
XIX, 
For tliat, by fccrct malke ftirr'd. 

Or by an emulous pride invited^ 
You have purloin'd the favourite bird. 
In which my tnodier moft delighted. 
XX. 
Her bluflnag face the iorely mud 

Rais'd juft abov« the rnxMi-whifle ilieet; 
A rofe-tree in a Itiy hed 
Nor glows fo red, iwr breathes fo fweet. 
XXI. 
Are you imx he whom vid;giA€ fear. 

And widows court ? i« not your »ame 
Cupid ? If fo, pray come not aear -« 
Fair iiliideB, I 'm the very iame. 
XXH. 
Then what have I, good fir, tofisBy, ; 

Or do with her you call your mother? 
If I fbould meet her in my way, 
We hardly court'fy to each other. 
XXIH. 
Diana chafte, aac( Hebe fweet, 

Witnefs that what I fpeak is true : 
I would not give my Paroquet 
For all the Dovos th$i ever flew. 

XXIV. Yet, 
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XXIV. 
Yet, to compofe this midnight noife. 

Go freely fcarch where-e'cr you pleafc 
(The rage, that rais'd, adorn'd her voice)— 
Upon yon' toilet lie ray keys. 
XXV. 
Her keys he takes ; her doors unlocks j 

Through wardrobe and through olokx bounces } 
Peeps into every cheft and box i 

Turns all her furbeloes and flounces. 
XXVI. 
But Dove, depend on't, finds he none ; 

So tt> the bed returns again 1 
And now the maiden, bolder grown. 
Begins to treat hnn with difdain. 
XXVII. 
I marvel much, Ae fmtling faid, 

Your poultry cannot yet be found : 
Lies he in yonder flipper dead ? 
Or, may be, in the tea-pot drown'd } 
XXVilL 
No, traitor, angry Love repiks. 

He 's kid fomewkcre about your bceail ^ 
A place nor god nor mah denies. 
For Venus* Dove the proper ncft. 
XXIX. 
Search then, fiie faid, put in your iHmd, 

And Cynthia, dear pFote6fcrefs, guard lac t 
As guilty I, or free, may ftand. 
Do thou or puniih or reward nB«« 

I s XXX. Bu( 
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XXX. 

But ah ! what maid to Love can tnift ? 

He fcorns, and breaks, all legal power : 
Into her "bread his hand he thrufl ; 

And in a moment fore*d it lower. 
XXXI. 
O, whither do thofc fingers rove, 

Cries Cloe, treacherous urchin, whither ? 
O Venus ! I (hall find thy Dove, 

Says he j for fure I touch his feather. 



A LOVER'S ANGER. 

A S Cloe came into the room t' other day, 
•*" ^ I peevifh began ; where fo long could you flay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour : 
You promis'd at two ; and (pray look, child) kis four, 
A lady's watch needs 'neither figures nor wheels j 
'Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear — 
Thus far I went on with a refolute air. 

Lord blefs me ! faid fhe ; let a body but .fi)eak ! 
Mere 's an ugly hard rofe-bud fallen into my neck : 
It has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degree — 
See here ! for you never believe me j pray fee, 
On the left fide my breaH;, what a mark it has made i 
So faying, her bofom flie carelefs difplay'd. 
That feat of delight I with wonder lurvey'd ; 
And forgot every word I dcfign'd to have faid. 



} 
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MERCURY and CUPID. 

T N fullen humour one day Jove 
^ Sent Hermes down to Ida*s grove. 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His ftore of darts, his total quiver ; 
That Hermes Ihould tlie weapons break, 
-Or tlirow them into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, inuft do his errand : 
He found his.raan, produc'd his warrant: 
Cupid ! your darts — tliis very hour- 
There 's no contending againft power ! 

How fullen Jupiter, juft now, 
:I think I faid : and you 11 allow. 

That Cupid was as bad as he : 
Hear but the youngftcr*s repartee. 
Come, kinfman (faid the little god). 

Put off your wings, lay by your rod j 

Retire with mc to yonder Axjwer } 

And red yourfdf for half an hour : 

*Tis far indeed from hence to Heaven $ 

But you fly fad : and 'tis but feven. 

We '11 takfi one cooling cup of ne£tar ; 

And drink to tliis celeftial He£lor. 

He break my darts ! or hurt my power ! 

He, Leda's fwan, and Danae's (hower .! 
^Go, bid him his wife tongue reflndn ; 

And mind his thunder, and liis rain.^* 

I 4 My 
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My darts ! O certainly I *11 give 'em : 
From Cloe*s eyes he ihall receive 'em. 
There's one, die heft in all my quiver# 
Twang ! through his very heart and liver ; 
He then ihall pine, amd iigh, and rave : 
Good Lord f what buftle Ihall we have ! 
Neptune muft ftrait be fent to fea ; 
And Flora fummon'd tivice a day : 
One muft find ihells> and t' other flowers. 
For cooling grots, and fragrant bowers. 
That Cloe may be ferv'd in ftate : 
The Hourt muft at her toikt wait : 
Whilft all the reafohing looh beloW 
Wonder th*k w*tch*8 go too flow. 
Lybs muft fly fouth, and Eutus eaft. 
For jewels for heV hair and breaft. 
Ko matter, though their cruel hjift* 
Sink cities, and lay forefts w'afte. 
No matter, thpugh thi^ fleet be loft ; 
Or that lie wind-bound on the coaft. 
What whifpering in my rootheT*8 «ar ! 
What care, that Junno fliould n6t hew ! 
What wo?k wnoi^ you fchoiaar gods t 
Phoebus muft write him antorous ode^ 
And thou» pcHMT' coufio, muft coiftpoft 
His letters in ftibtinfl&ve profe i 
Whilft hau^ty Ck>e, to fuftniti 
The honour of my myftic rcigB> 
Shall all his gifts and vews difdain ; 
And laugka£,y«ttt-old bully's poiov 



} 
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Dear couz, faid Hermes in a fright. 
For Heaven's fake ! keep your darts j good night. 



On BEAtJTY, a RIDDLE. 

■p ESOLVE me, Cloe, what is this : 

■^^ Or forfeit me one precious kifs. 

'Tis the firft offspring of the Graces ; • 

Bears different forms in different places ; 

Acknowledged fine, where'er beheld ; 

Yet fancied finer, when conceal'd. 

*Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm ; 

Pandora's box of good and harm : 

*Twas Mars's wifh, Endymion's dream ; 

Apelles' draught, and Ovid's theme. 

This guided Thefeus through the maze ; 

And fent him home with life and praife r 

But this undid the Phrygian boy ; 

And blew the flames that ruinM Troy. 

This fhew'd great kindnefs td'old Greece, 

And help'd rich Jafon to the fleece. 

This tlirough the Eafl >ufl vengeance hurPd^. 

And loft poor Anthony tfie world. 

Injur'd, though Lucirce found her doom^ ' * 

This baniih'd tyranny from Rome. 

Appeased, though Lais gain'd her hire j 

This fct Perfepolis on fire. 

For tliis Alcides learn'd to fpin : 

Uis club laid down^ and lion's ikin*. 



for 
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For this Apollo dcign'd to keep. 
With fervile care, a mortal's Ihcep. 
For this the father of the Gods, 
Content to leave his high abodes. 
In borrowed figures loofely ran, 
Europa's bull, and Leda's fwao. 
For this he reaflumes the nod 
(While Semele commands the God) ; 
Launces the bolt, and (hakes the poles ; 
Though Momus laughs, and Juno fcolds. 

Here liftening Cloe fmil'd, and faidi 
Your riddle is not hard to read ; 
I guefs it — Fair-one,, if you do ; 
Need I, alas ! the theme purfue ? 
For this, tliou fee'it, for this I leave, 
Whate'er the world thinks wife or grave, 
Ambition, bufinefs, friendihip, news, 
My ufeful books, and ferious Mufe. 
For this, I willingly decline 
The mirth of feafti, and joys of wine ; 
And chufe to fit and talk with thee 
(As thy great orders may decree) 
V -Of cocks and bulls, and. flutes and fiddles, 
<Of idle talesy and foolifh riddles. 



THE 
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THE Q^ U E S T I O N, 

To Li SETT A. 

\\r H AT Nymph Ihould I admire, or truft, 
^ ^ But Cloc beauteous, Cloe juft ? 
What Nymph fhould I dciire to fee. 
But her who leaves the plain for me ? 
Tb whom fhould I compofe the lay. 
But her who liftens when I play ? 
To whom in ibng repeat my cares, 
But her who in my forrow'fliares ? 
For whom Ihould I the garland mkkc. 
But her who joys the gift to take, 
And boafts (he wears it for my fake ? 
In love am I not fully bleft ? 
Lifetta, pr'ytheie tell the rclU 



I 



LISETTA*S REPLY* 

O URE Gloc juft, and Cloe fair, 
^ Deferves to he your only care : 
But, when you and ihe to-day 
Far into the wood did ftray. 
And I happened to pafs by 5 
Which way did you caft your eye * 
But, when your cares to her you fmg. 
Yet dare not 'tell her whence they fpring $ 

Does 
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Does it not more afflift your heart. 
That in thofe cares fhe bears a part ? 
When you the flower* for Cloc twine. 
Why do you to her garland join. 
The meaneft bud tliat falls from mine ? 
Smplefl of fwiUflS ^ the ¥rorld may fee. 
Whom Cbe love% snd who loves me. 



} 



THE GARLAND. 

' I ^ H E pride of every grove I chofe, 
The violet fweet, and lily fair» 
The dappled pinkj and bluihing rofe. 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair, 
II. 
At morn the nymph vouchfaf 'd to place 

Upon her brow the various wreath ; 
The flowers lefs blooming than her face. 
The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath* 
IIL 
The flowers Ihe wore along the day : 

And every nymph and ihepherd iaid^ 
That in her hair they look'd mors pof 
Than glowing ki their native bed* 
IV. 
Undrefl at evening, when (be found 

Their odours loft, their colours poft ; 
She changed her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and hcF eye &e caft» 

5 V. Thac 
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V. 

That eye dropt fenfe diftinft and clear, 

As «ny Mafe's tongue <>iyiild fpeak. 
When from its lid « pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous check. 
VI. 
DifTembling wbit I kaew too well, ^ 

My love, my life, fMd I, explain 
This change of kftifiour : pr'ythec tell : 

That falling tear — what dees it meaii ? 
VII. 
She figh'd j Ihe fmil'd : and to tlic flowers 

Poiwing, the lovely Moralift &id ; 
See, friend, in fome few fleeting hours. 

See yonder, what a change is made. 

vm. 

Ah me ! the Moomtsg pride «f May, 

And that of Beattty, are but one : 
At mom bodi fiour ifti big^ and gay i 

Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 
IX. 
At dawn poor Stella clanc'd and fung ; 

The amorous youcb around her bow'ds 
At night her fatal kaell was rung ; 

I faw, and kifs'd her in her fhrowd. 
X. 
Such as (he i«, wlK)-dy'd to-day : 

Such I, alas ! may be to-morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid tliy Mufe difplay 

The juflice of thy Cloe*s fqirow. 



The 



The Lady wbo offers her Looking-glass. 
to Venus. 

Taken from an Epigram of Plato. 

"TTENU S, take iny votive glafs ; 

^ Since I am not what I was j 
What ftbm this day I ihall bey 
V^nuSy let me never fee. 



CLOE JEALOUS. 

I. 
"pORBEAR to afk me, why I weep; 
•*■ Vext Cloe to her ihepherd faid ^ 
'Tis for my two poor ftraggling fheep^ 
Perhaps, or for my fquirreVdcad*. 
lis 
For mind I what you late have writ ? 
Your fubtle queflidns and replies ? 
Emblems, to teach a female wit 

The ways, where changing Cupid flies ? 
III. 
Your riddle purposed to rehearfe 

The general power that beauty has : 
But why did no peculiar verfe 

Defcribc one charm of Cloe's face ^ 

a- FV. The 
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IV. 

The glafs, which was at Venus' flirinc. 

With fuch inyftcrious forrow laid ; 
The garland (and you call it mine) 

Which fhew*d how youth and beauty fade: 
V. 
Ten thouiluid trifles light as thefe 

Nor can my rage^. nor angery.jnove :: 
She Ihould be humble, who would pleafe ; 

And (he mufl fufter, who can love. 
VI. 
When in my glafs I chanc'd to look 5 

Of Venus what did I implore ? 
That every grace, which thence I took. 

Should know to charm my Damon more» 
VII. 
Reading thy verfe ; who heeds, faid I,^ 

If here or there his glances flew ? 
O, free for ever be his eye, 

Whofe heart to me is always true ! 
VIII. 
My bloom indeed, my little flower 

Of Beauty quickly loft its pride : 
For, fever'd frona its native bower. 

It on. thy glowing bofom dy*d. 
IX. 
Yet car'd I not what might prefage 

Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth 5 
Love I efteem'd more ftrong thjUi.Age, 

And Time lefs permanenirthan Truth. 

X. Wby 
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X 

Why then I weep, forbear to know : 

Fall uncoDtiDuI'd^ mj cetrs, and istt^ 
O Damon ! 'tis the qlIj woe, 

i erer jkc cooceaFd fbom thee. 
XL 
The fecret wcmnd with which I bleed 

Shall lie wrapt vfi ev^n in ny hcaiiei 
But on my tomb-ftone thou &ak read 

My anfWcr t« thy dubious vetfe. 

Anfwer to Cloe Jealovb^ in the tame Stile; 
^e AvTHOB. £ck« 

I. 

"XyES, laireil: proof of Beauty's power* 

•^ Dear idol of my panting heart. 
Nature points this my fatal hour : 
And I have liv'd ; ^d we muft part* 
II. 
While now J take my lad: adieu. 

Heave thou no figh, nor ihed a tearj 
Left yet my half-clos'd eye may view. 
On earth an ohjeft worth its care. 
UL 
From Jealoufy^'s tormenting ftrife 

Forever be thy bofom freed : 

That nothing may difturb thy life. 

Content I haften to the dead. 

TV. Yet 
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IV. 
Yet when fome better-fated youth 

Shall with his amorous parly move thee j 
Refle6^ one moment on his truth 

Who dying thuSf perilfls to love thee. 



A BETTER ANSWER. 

Tr\EAR Cloe, how blublicr'd is that pretty face ! 
"^'^ Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurl'd : 
Pr*ythee quit this caprice ; and (as old Falflaff fays) • 

Let us ev'n talk a little like folks of this world. 
II. 
How canft thou prefumc, thou haft leai'e to deftroy 

The beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping ? 
Thofe looks were de(5gn*d to infpire love and joy : 

More ordinary eyes may ferve peqple for weeping.' 
III. 
To be vext at a trifle or two that I writ, 

Your judgment at once, and my paflioo, you wfong r 
You take that for fa6t, which will fcarce be found wit: 

Od's-life I muft one fwear to the truth of a fong ? 

IV. 1 

TVIiat I fpoak, my fair Cloe, and what I write, ihews 

The difference there is betwixt nature and art : 
I court others in verfe ; but I love thee in profe : 

And they have my whimfics, but thou haft my lieart. 

^OL. I. K V. Tlie 
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V. 

The God of us vcrfc-men (you know, child) the Sun, 

How after his journeys he fets up his reft : 
If at morning o*;:r earth 'tis his fancy to run ; 

At night lie declines on his Thetis's breaft. 
VI. 
So when I am weary'd with wandering all day ; 

To tlicie niy 3clight in th* evening X come : 
Ko matter what beauties I faw in my way ; 

They were but my vifits, but iliott art my home. 
VIL 
Then finilhy dear Cloe, this pailoral war f 

And let us like Horace and Lydia agree r ^ 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her. 

As he was a poet fuhlimer than me. 

PALLAS AND VENUS. 
An Epigram. 

'T^HE Trojan Swain had judg*d the great difpuic, 
•*■ And Beauty's pow«r obt»rn'd the golden fruit ; 
When Venus, loofe irv all her naked charms, 
Met Jove's great daughter clad in (hining arms. 
The wanton goddefs vkw'd the warl.ke maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly fke faid : 

Yield, fjftsr; rival, yield ^ naked, you fee, 
I vanciuifh : guefs how potent I iiiou-ld be, 
If to the field I came in armour dreft ; 
Dreadful, like thine, my ^leld, and terrible my tf^eff ! 

Tlic 
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Tlie warrior goddefs with difdain reply'd : 
^hy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
I^ec a brave enemy for once advife, 
And Venus (if 'tis pofliblc) be wife. 
Thou, to be flroiig, muft put off every drefs : 
Thy only armour is thy nakednefs ; 
And more than once (or thou art much bely'cl) 
By Mars himfcif that armour has beea try'<i» 



To a young Gentleman in Love. 

A T A L E. 

T^ ROM public noife and fa^ious ftri£B^ 
•*■ From all the bufy ills of life,- 
Take me, my Celia, to thy bread; 
And lull my .wearied foul to reft. 
For ever, in this humble cell. 
Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell; 
>Jone enter clfe, but. Love— and he 
Shall bar tlie door, and keep the key. 
To painted roofs and ihining fpires 
(Uneafy feats of high deiires) 
Let the\inthinking many croud, 
That dare be covetous anil proud : 
In golden bondage let them wait. 
And barter happincfs for ftaie. 
15 ut oh ! my Ceiia, xAten thy fwaia 
De fires to fee a court agatnw "' 

&.•%--■ May 
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May Heaven around this dcftin'd head 

The choiceft of its curfes flied I 

To fura up all the rage of fate 

In the two thbgs I dread and hate^ 

May'ft thou be falfe, and I be great f 

Thus, on his Celia's panting breaft, 

Fond 6elad6h his foul expreft; 

Wliile widi delight the lovely fnaid 

Received the vows fhe thus repaid r 
Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 

Blcft miracle of love and truth t 

All that could e*er be counted mine. 
My love and life, long iince are thine ; 

A real joy 1 never knew, 
. Till I believed thy paffion true r 
A real grief I ne'er can £nd, 
Till thou prov'ft perjar'd, or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care. 
All we abhor, and all we fiear, 
Bleft with thy prcfence, I can bear. 
Through waters amd through flames I *11 go, 
Sufferer and folace of thy woe : 
Trace me fome yet unheard-of way. 
That I thy ardour may repay j 
And make my conftant paflion knowa 
By more than woman yet has done. 

Had I a wiih that did not bear 
The (lamp and image of my dear; 
I 'd pierce my heart through every vein. 
And die, to let it out again* . 

5 No 



} 
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Ko : Venus fhall my witnefs be 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me), 
That for one hour I would not quit 
My fhepherd*s arms, and this retreat. 
To be Ae Perfian Monarch's bride. 
Partner of all his power and pride 5 
Or rule in regal flate above. 
Mother of Gods, and vnfc of Jove. 
" O happy thefe of human race !*• 
But foon, alas ! our pleafures pafs. 
He thank'd her on his bended knee ; 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea ; 
And, leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Haften'd to court, to beg a place. 
While (he, his abfence to bemoan. 
The very moment he was gone, 
Caird Thyrfis from beneath the bed ! 
Where all this time he had been liid. 

MORAL. 

TXT H I L£ men kave thefe amlntiottt Itacaos ; 
^ ^ And wanton wenches read romances 1 
Ourfex wiU— What? Out with it. Lye; 
And theirs in equal ibrains reply* 
The moral of the tale X iing 
(A pofy for a wedding nag) 
In this (hort verfe will be iConfinM : 
Love is a jefl^ «kI tows are wiixL 

K 3 AN 
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ANENGLISH PADLOCK. 

TiyTISS Danacy when fair and young, 
•*■'*' (As Horace has divinely fung) 
Could not be kept fcom Jove's embrace 
By doors of ftecl, and walls of brafs. 
The rcafon of the thing is clear. 
Would Jove the naked truth aver. 
Cupid was with him of the party ; 
And fhewM himfclf fmcere and hearty ; 
For, give that whipfter but his errand. 
He takes my lord chief juftice* warrant; 
Dauntlcf^ as death away he walks ; 
Breaks the doors open, fnaps the locks; 
Searches the parlour, chamber, lludy j 
Nor ftops till he hns culprit*s body. 

Since this has been authentic trutfiy 
By age delivered down to youth ; 
Tell us, miCLakcn hulbtnd, tell us, 
Why fo myftcrious, why fo jealous ? 
Docs the reflraint, the bolt, the bar^ 
Make us lefs curious, her lefs fair ? 
The Tpy, which docs this treafurc keep, 
Does ihe ne'er fay her prayers, nor fleep > 
Docs fhe to no excefs incline ? 
Does fhe fly mufic, mirth, and winfe ? 
Or have not gold and flattery power 
To purciiafc one unguarded hour ? 



Your 
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Your care does further yet extend : 
That fpy is guarded by your friend.— 
But has this friend nor eye nor heart > 
May he not feel the cruel dart. 
Which, fpon or late, all mortals fpcl > 
May he not, with too tender zeal. 
Give the fair prifoncr caufc to fee, 
How much he wilhes (he were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendfliip too fevere. 
Which chain him to a hated trufl ; 
Which make him wretched, to be juft ? 
And may not fhe, this darling ihe. 

Youthful and healthy, flefh and blood, 
Eafy with him, ill us*d by thee. 

Allow tlws logic to be good ? 

Sir, will jwur queftions never cn^ ? 
I tnift to neither fpy nor friend. 
In IhcMTt, I keep her from the fight 
Of every ^ivman face. — She "HI write. 
From pen and paper fhe 's debarr'd.— 
Has fhe a bodkin and a card? 
She *11 prick her mind.— -She will, you fay : 
But how fball fhe that mind convey ? 
I keep her in one roem : I lock it : 
The key {look hero} b in ihis ppcket. 
The key-hole, is that left ? Moft ccruin. 
She *ll thrufl her letter through — Sir Martin. 

Dear angry friend, what mufl be dune/ 
h there no w^y ?«*«iThcre is but on^ 

JK 4 fiend 
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Send her abroad : and let her fee. 

That aH this mingled maf^, which ihe^ 

Being forbidden, longs to know^ 

Is a dull farce, an empty Ihow, 

Powder, and pocket-glafs, and beau $ 

A (bple of romance and lies, . 

Falfe tears and real perjuries r 

Where iighs and looks are bought and (bid ; 

And love is made but to be told : 

Where the fat bawd and hvifli heir 

The fpcdls of ruin'd beauty fhare ; 

And youth, feduc'd from friends and fame^t 

Muft gire up age to want and ihame. 

Let her behold the frantic fcene, 

The women wretched, falfe the men : 

And when, thefe certain ills to ihun,. 

She would to thy embraces run; 

Receive her with extended arms. 

Seem more delighted with her charms f 

Wait on her to the park and play. 

Put on good-humour ; make her gay; 

Be to her virtues very kind ; 

Be to her faults a little blind ; 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd s 

And clap yoor padlock—- on her mind* 



} 
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HANS CARVEL* 

TTans Ca^rveX., impotent tndold^ 
^•^ Married a lafe of London mould s. 
Handfome ? enough ; extremely gay : 
Lov'd muiic, company, and play : 
High fHghts ihe had, and wit at will i 
And fo her tongue lay (eldom flili c 
For in all vifics who but ihe,. 
To argue, or to rcpan^e ? ;. 

She made it plain, that human paiSoft 
Was order'd by predeftination 5 
That, if weak womei^went aftray,. 
Their flars were moB in iiuit than thcj r 
Whole tragcdiM (kftwd by heart ; 
Enter'd into Rexa4a% p^ r 
To triumph in her fivai#blood> 
The a£tion certainly ^^pTgood^ 
How like a vine young Ammon curlM t 
Oh that dear conquerot of the world V 
She [Mcied Betterton in age, 
That ridicttVd the god-like rage^ 

She, fkft of all the tx>¥m, waft toldy 
Where neweft India things were (M t 
So in a morning, widioiitt bodice, 
Slipt fomctimes out to Mrs. Thody'Sf 
To cheapen tea, to buy a fcrecn : 
What tSh «ould (b much vircoe Eaeaiif 

For, 



\ 
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For, to prevent the leafl reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. * 

Butt when no very great afii&ir 
Excited her peculiar care. 
She without fail was wak'd at ten ; 
Drank chocolate, then flept again < 
At twelve fhe rofe ; with much ado 
Her cloaths were huddled on by two ; 
Then, does my Lady dine at home ? 
Yes, fure !-t-But is the Colonel come ? 
Next, how to fpend the afternoon^ 
And not come home again too fbon ; 
The Change* the City, or the Play, 
As each was proper for the day : 
A turn in fummer to Hyde-Park, 
XVhcn it grew tolerably dark. 

Wife's pleafui:^ caufes hufband's pain : 
Strange fancies come in Hans's brain : 
He thought of what be did not name ; 
And would reform* but durft not blame^ 
At firfl he therefore preach'd his wife 
The comfons of a pious life : 
Told her, how tranfient beauty was ; 
That all mufl die, and flefh was gicaiCs : 
He bought jher iermons, pfalms^ and graces i 
And doubled iown the ufeful places. 
But ftill the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for prayer : 
And Cleopatra was read o'er ; 
Whxk Sopt, and W9kc, and twenty more» 

That 
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That teach one to deny one*s-felf. 

Stood unmoWbd on the fhelf. 

An untouched bible grac'd her toilet : 

No fear that thumb of her's fhould fpoil it. 

f n fhort, the trade was fHll the fame : 

The Dame went out : the Colonel came. 

What's to be <ioDc ? poor Carvel cry'd i 
Another battery- muft be try'd : 
What if to fpells I had recourfe ? 
'Tis but to hinder fomething worfe. 
The end muft juftify the means ; 
He only (ins who ill intends : 
Since therefore 'tis to combat eril $ 
'Tis lawful to employ the Devil. 

Forthwith the Devil did appear 
(For name him, and he *s always near) ; 
Not in the (hape in which he plies 
At Mifs's elbow when flie lies ; 
Or ftands before the nuifery-doors. 
To take tlie naughty boy that roars : 
Put, without fawcer-eye or claw. 
Like a grave Barrifter at Law. 

Hans Carvel, lay afide your grief. 
The Devil fays ; 1 bring relief. 
Relief ! fays Hans : pray, let me crave 
Your name,' Sir— 4Saun— Sir, your Have ; 
I .did not look upon your feet : 
You *11 pardon me : — ^Ay now I fee 't : 
And pray^ Sir, when came you from Hell ? 
Our fjdfinds ther«y did you leayfi them well ? > 

AU 
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All well ; but pr'jrthee, honcft Hans, 

(Says Satan) leavp your complaiia^cei 

The truth U this : I cannot ftay 

Flaruig in fun-ihine all the day : 

For, entn nfusj we hellifii fprites 

Love more the Arefco of the nights j 

And oftener our receipts convey 

In dreams, than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend. 

Ere morning dawns, yoiur fears ihall end : 

Go then this evening, mafler Carvel, 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel j 

Let friends and wine didolve your care { 

WhUft I the great receipt prepare : 

To-night I *11 bring it, by my faith I 

Believe ;for once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans : glad ? not a little % 
Obey'd the Devil to a tittle ; ' 

Invited friends fome half a dozeii^ 
Th^ Colonel and my Lady's couiin. 
The meat was fervM^ the bowh wtre crown VI ; 
Catches were fung ; and healths went round ; 
Barbadoes waters iat the clofe $ 
Till Hans had fairly got his dofe ? 
The Colonel toafted " to the beft :" 
The Dame mor'd off, to be undreft : 
The chimes went twelve t the ^efts witkdrew^ 
But when, or liow, Hans hardly knew. 
Some modem anecdotes aver, 
He nodded ia bit ^lbow-ch«ir4 
' From 
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From thence was carried off to bed : 
John held his heels, amd Nan lus head. 
My Lady was difturb'd : new forrow ! 
Which Hans mud anfwer for to-morrow- 

In bed then view this happy pair ; 
And think how Hymen triumph'd there. 
Hans fail afkep as foon as laid i 
The duty of the night unpaid : 
The waking Dame, with thoughts oppreft. 
That made her hate both him and reft : 
By fuch a hufband, fuch a wife ! 
'Twas Acme's and Septimius' life : 
The Lady fighM : the Lover fnor'd : 
Tlie pun£i;ttal Devil kept his word : 
Appeared to honeft Hans again; 
But not at •all by Madam feea : 
And giving him a magic ring. 
Fit for the finger of a king ; ^ 

Dear ^ans, faid he, this jewel takoy 
And wear it long for Satan's fake : 
'Twill do your bufinefs to a hair: 
For, long as you this ring ihall wear^ 
As fure as I look over Lincoln, * 

That ne'er ihall happen which you tlunk on* 

Hans look the ring with joy cKtreme 
(All this was only in a dream); 
And, thnifting it beyoxkl his joint, 
'Tis done, he crylt : I '?« gainM my point.— 
What point, faid (he, you ugly bcaft ? 
You neither give me jojr nor xcfl z. 



' ^*^ 



Tis done. — What's done, you drunken bcarf 
YouVe thrtfft your finger God knows where. 

A DUTCH PR OVE R E. 

T7^ IRE, water, woman, are man's rum ; 

^ Says wife Profeflbr Vandcr Briiin. 

By flames a boufe I hir'd was loft 

Laft year : and I muft pay the coft. 

This fpring the rains o*crflow'd my ground j 

And my beft Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A Have I am to Clara's eyes : 

The gipfy knows her power, and flics. 

Fire, water, woman, are my ruin : 

And great thy wifdom, Vander Briiin* 

PAULO PURGANTl and his WIFE; 
an Honest, but a Simple Pair. 

^ Eft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omni virtiue, 
** quod'deceat : quod cogitatiohe magis a vinute po- 
<* tcft quam re feparari." Cic. de Off. L i. 

"D E y O N D the fix'd and fettled rule* 
'*^ Of vice and virtue in the fchoolsy 
Beyond the letter of the law. 
Which keeps our men and maids in awe^ 

• . 1 ... ;..:... The 
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The better fort fhould fet before 'cm 
A grace, a manner, a decorum:; 
Something) that gives their a£ls a lights 
Makes them not only juft, but bright ; 
And fets them in that open fame, 
Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For 'tis in life, as 'tis in painting : 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting | 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face ; 
May julUy own the pi£i^ure wrought 
Exaft to rule, exempt from fault : 
Yet, if the colouring be not there, 
The Titian (Iroke, the Guido air ; 
To niceft judgement Ihow the piece. 
At bed 'twill only not difplcafe s 
It would not gain on Jerfcy's eye f 
Bradford would frown, and fet it by« 

Thus in the pi6kurc of our mind 
The a6lion may be well defign'd ; 
Guided by law» and bound by duty ; 
Yet want this^tf ne fiat quoi of beauty 9 
And though its error may be fuch, 

As Knags and Burgefs cannot hit ^ 
It yet may feel die nicer touch 

Of Wicherley's or Congreve's wit. 

What is tliis talk ? replies a friend. 
And where will this dry moral end ? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By fome example fliould be fbown.— 
With all my bem '^ for ooce } read otti 



I 
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An honeft but a iimple pair 

(And twenty other Ilbrbear) 

May {eTV0 to make this dieiis clesu:. 
A dodor of great ikill and hmt^ 

Paulo Purganti was his name. 

Had a good, comely, virtuous wife ; 

No woman led a better li^e : 

She to iatrigues was ev^n hard-heart«d t 

She chuckled when a bawd was «arted ; 

And thought die nacioa ne^er would thrive. 

Till all the ^;^ore6 were burnt alive. 
On married meiiy that dar'd be bad. 

She thought no Hiercy fiiould be had ; 

They fhould be baug'd, or ftanr'dt or fica^ 

Or fervM like Remiih priefts io Swede. -^ 

In (hort, all lewdnefs ihe defied : 

And iliff was her parochial pride. 
Yet, in an honeit way» the dame 

Was a great lover of that fame ; 

And could from Scripture take her cue^ 

That huibanxls fhould give wives tbeir due* 
Her prudence did fo juftly ftecr 

Between the gay and the fcverc. 

That if in (bme regards Ihe chofi^ 

To curb poor Paulo in too clofc; : 

In others ihe relaxed again. 

And govern'd widi a }oo(er rein. 
Thus though ihe ftti£lly did confine 
' The Doctor from exccfs of wine : 
^ With oyfter«, eggs, and vermicelli, 
' She let himalsBO^-bafthisMijr^ ^ . « 
•* Thus 
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Thus drying coffee was denied ; 
But chocolate that lofs fupplied : 
And for tohacco (who could bear it ?)« 
Filthy concomitant of claret : 
(Bleft revolution !) o^ might fee 
Eringo roots, and Bohf a tea. 

She often fet the Do6br*s band. 
And flroak'd his beard, and fqueez'd his hand i 
Kindly complained, that after noon 
He went to pore on books too foon : 
^he held it wholefomer by much. 
To reft a little on the couch : — 
About his waift in bed a-nights 
She clung fo clofe — for fear of fpritcs. 

The Doftor uriderftood the call j 
But had not alwa}^ wherewithal. 

The lion's Ikin too ihott, you know, 
{As Plutarch's Morals finely ihow) 
Was lengtlien'd by the fox's tail : 
And art fupplies, where fbrength may fail* 

Unwilling then in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat ; 
He flrove to lengthen the campaign, 
And fave his forces by chicane. 
Fabius^ the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 
:Shews us, <thac all that warrior can do» 
With forc« inferior, is cun^ando. 

One day then, as the foe drew near. 
With love, and joyi and life, and deari 

Vol. L L 0>«. 



t4S f It lO R*S PO E M d» 

Our Don, who knew ihi% tltt!c^tattlt 

Did, fure as trumpet, call to battle> 

I'hought it extremely a pNpo}^ 

To ward againft the coming blow : 

To ward : but how ? Aff tliere 's the quedloil f 

Fierce the alTault, vnarm'd the btflion. 

The Dodor feign*d a ftrahge furprize : 
He felt her pulfc ; he view*d her eyes t 
' That beat too fall, thefe roll^ too quick j 
She was, he faid, or would be fick : 
He judg*d it abfoluttly good, 
That ihe fhould purge> and ckanfe her btodd. 
Spa waters for that end ii/trt got : 
if they paft eafily or not. 
What matters it ? the lady's fever 
Continued violent as ever. 

For a diftemper of this kind * 

(Blackmore and Hans ai-c of my miiid)) '* '' 
If once it youthful blood infe£^s> 
And chiefly of the female fex, 
Is fcarce removed by jrill or potion j 
Whatc'er might be our Do£^*s notion. 

One lucklefs night theto^ as itt bed 
The Do^or and the Dame were laid j 
Again this cnlel fever catiijc. 
High pulfe, fhort breatli^ ind blood in dime. 
What meifares ihall poOr Paulo^kceb 

With Madam in this piteous taking ? 
She, like Miicbeth, his murder'd fledp, 

And won't allow him reft, though waking. 

Sad 



} 
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Sad ftatc of matters ! wlien we dar« 
Nor alk for peace, nor offer war ; 
Nor Livy nor Comines have Ihown 
What in this jun6hife may be done. 
Grotius might own, that Pa\ilo*s cafe is 
Harder, than any which he placet 
Amongft his Belli and his Pacts. 

He ftrove, alas ? but ftrovc in vain, 
By dint of logick to maintain, 
That all the fex was born to grieve, 
Down to her Ladyfliip^rom Eve. 
He rang'd his nx)pes, and preach'd-tip paticnfee^ 
Backed his opinion with quotations. 
Divines and Moralifls ^ and run ye oii • ' • 
Quite through from Seneca to Bunyan* 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To foW her arftts, t6 ci©fe iiertye j '' 
Telling her, reft would ^o her good# . . ,^ 

If any 'thing in nature tjould : "^ 

So held the Greeks quUe dowli from Galen, 
Mafters and princes of the calling : 
So all our modem friends maintain 
(Though no great Greeks) in Warwkkrlanc^ 

Reduce, my Mufe, the wandering fpng : 
A tale fhould never be too long. 

The more he talk'd, tUe more ihe hurn*4 
And figh'd, and. toil;, and groaa*dj and xjam'd : 
At laft, I wiih, fidd fhe, m^ deer — , ; 
(And whifpcr'd fawctlung in his car). 

L z ' You 
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You wiih ! wiih od, the Doctor cries : 

Lord ! when will womankind, be ^ife ? 

What, in your waters } arc you mad ? 

Why poifon is not half fo bad. 

I '11 do it — but I give you warning : 

You *11 die before to-morrow morning. — • 

•Tis kind, my dear, what you advife ; 

The lady with a figh replies ! 

But life, you know, at beft is pain ; 

And death is what we fhould difdain. 

So do it therefore, and adieu : 

For I will die for love of you. — 

Let wanton wives by death be fear'd : 

Buty to my comfort, I'm prepared. 



THE LADLE. 

'TH H E fceprics think, 'twas long ago, 
•*" Since gods came down incognito. 
To fee who were their friends or foes. 
And how our a6iions fell or rofe : 
That, fince they gave things their begii^nbg } 
And fet this whirligig a-fpinning; 
Supine they in their Heaven remain. 
Exempt from pailion and from pain t 
And frankly leave us human elves. 
To cut and (huflie for ourfelves r 
To Hand or walk, to rife or tumble^ 
As matter and at motion jumble* 

5 Tbft 
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The Poets now and Painters hold 
This thefis both abfurd and bold : 
And your good-natur'd gods, they fay, 
Defcend fome twice or thrice a-day : 
Elfe all thefe things we toil fo hard in 
Would not avail one iingle farthing : 
For, when the hero we rehearie, 
To grace his a£^ions and our verfc ; 
'Tis not by dint of human thought. 
That to his Latium he is brought ; 
Ins defcends by Fate*s commands,. 
To guide his fleps through foreign lands t 
And Amphitrite clears the way 
From rocks and quick-fands in the fea. 

And if you fee him in a fketch 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carachc), 
He ihcws not half his force and ilrengthy 
Strutting in armour, and at length : 
That he may make his proper figure. 
The piece mud yet be four yards bigger t 
The nymphs conduct him to the field ; 
One holds his fword, and one his ihield : 
Mars, (binding by, afTens his quarrel ; 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

Thefe points, I fay, of fpeculation, 
(As 'twere to fave or link the nation) 
Men idly-learned will difpute, 
AfTert, objeft, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right. 
With equal arms faftsiins the fight ; 

La TiU 
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Till now no umpire can agree 'cm : 
So both draw off, aad fing Tc Deum. 

Is it in cquilibrio. 
If clei;ies defcend or no > 
Then let th* affirmative prevail, 
As rccjuifite to form my tak : 
For by all parties tis confeft. 
That thofe opinions arc the beft, 
Which in their nature moft conduce 
To prefent ends, and privat« ufe. 

Two gods came therefore from above,. 
One Mtrcury, the other Jove : 
The humour was (it ft:ems> to know> 
If all the favours they Inflow, 
Could from our own perverfcnefs cafe us j. 
And if our wi(h enjoy *d would plcafc \|s. 
Difcourfiog largely on this theme. 
O'er Ixills and dales their godfliips came ; 
Till, well nigh tirM at almoft night. 
They thought it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is. 
That in difguife a god or goddcfs 
Exerts no fupernatural powers ; 
But a£l:s on maxims much like burs. 
They fpied at laft a country farm, 
Where all was fnug, and clean, »nd warm s 
For woods before, and hills behind, 
Secured it both from rain and wind : 
Large oxen in the field were lowing : 
Good grain was fow^ : good fruit was gro^ng-: 

• Of 
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Of lafl-year's cprp ip h^rns gr^at ftore : 

Fat turkeys gobbling ac the door 2 

And wealth (in ihon) with peace confented. 

That people here (hpuld live contented < 

But did they in effe£k do ib ? 

Have pa(ie)>ee, ffiend> and thou (halt Know/ 

The honeft farmer ?nd his wife, 
To years declin'd ffom prime of hfe. 
Had flruggled with the marriage noofe $ 
As almoft every couple does : 
Sometimes, my plague ! fpmetimes, my darling ! 
Kifling to-day, tormorrow fnarling 5 
Jointly fubmitting po cpdyre 
That evil, which admits no cure. 
Our gods the outward gate unbarrd : 
Our farmer met them in tlie yard ; 
Thought they were folks that loft their way.; 
And afk'd tliem civily to ftay : 
Told tliem, for fupper, or for bed, 
Tliey mijght go on, and be worfe fped. -p« 

So faid, fo done ; tlie gods conient : 
All three into the parlour went : 
They compliment ; they fit ; they chat ; 
Fight o'er the wars 5 reform die flate : 
A thoufand knotty points diey clear, 
Till fuppex and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kifs'd tlie dame : 
Obfcquious Herpjes djd tht fam<e. 
Jove kifs'd the faruaer's wife, you fay I 
He did — J)ut in gfi Jwncft way ; 

L 4 Oh! 
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Oh ! not with half that warmth and life,- 
With which he kifs'd Amphitryon's wife. — . 
Well then, things hantfomcly were fcnr'd : ' 
My miftrcfs for the (bangers carv'd. 
How ftrong the beer, how good the meat. 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat. 
In epic fumptuous would appear ; 
^ Yet ihall be pafs'd in filence here : 
' For I fhould grieve to have it faid. 
That, by a fine defcription led, 
1 made my epifode too long, 
Or tir*d my friend, to grace my fong. 

The grace-cup ferv'd, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to fhew his play r 
Landlord and landlady, he cried. 
Folly and jefling laid afide. 
That ye thus hofpitably live, 
And ftrangers with good chear receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your betters. 
And makes e'en gods themfelves your debtors. 
To give this thcfis plainer proof. 
You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods (nay never wonder) : 
This youth can fiy, and I can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my fon indeed, but fpurious. 
Form then three wilheg, you and Madam ; 
And fure as you already had 'em. 
The things defir'd, in half an hour. 
Shall all be here, and in your power» 

Thank 
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Thank you, great gods, the woman fays : 
Oh ! may your altars ever blaze ! 
A Ladle far our filver-difh 
Is what I want, is what I wifli. — 
A Ladle ! cries the man, a Ladle ? 
Odzooks, Corifca, you have pray'd ill ; 
What fhould be great, you turn to farce ; 
I wifh the Ladle in your a — . 

With equal grief and fhame, my Mufe 
The fequel of the Talc purfues ; 
The Ladle fell into the room. 
And (luck in old Corifca's bum. 
Our couple weep two wifhes paft. 
And kindly join to form the laft ; 
To cafe the woman's aukward pain. 
And get the Ladle out again. 

MORAL. 

'T^ HIS commoner has worth and parts, 
-■- Is praisM for arms, or lov'd for arts r 
His head aches for a coronet r 
And who is blcfs'd that is not great ? 

Some fenfc, amd more eftate, kind Heaven 
To this well-lotted peer has given : 
What then ? He mud have rule and fway : 
And all is wrong,, till he 's in play. 

The raifer muft make up his plumb. 
And dares not touch the hoarded fum j 
The fickly dotard wants a wife. 
To draw off his laft dregs of life. 

Againft 
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Againil our peace we arm our will : 
Ainidft our plenty^ fomething iUll 
For horfesy houfes, pi£^ures^ planting. 
To thee, to me, to him, is wanting. 
The cruel fomething unpollefs'ii 
Corrodes, and leavens all the re^ 
That fomething, if we could obtain. 
Would foon create a future pain : 
And to the coffin, from the cradle, 
'Tis all a Wilb, and all a Ladle. 

Written at P A R I S, 1700. 
In the Beginning of Robe's Geography. 

/^ F all that William rules, or Robe 
^^ Defcribes, great Rhea, of thy globe j 
When or on poft-horfe, or in chaife. 
With much expence, and little eafc, 
My deftin'd miles 1 (hall have gone, 
By Thames or Maefe, by Po or RlK>ne, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Ortat Mother, let me once be able 
To have a garden, houfe, and ftable ; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to defire or want ; 
And as health fails, and years increafe, 
Sit down, and think, and die, in peace* 
Oblige thy favourite undertakers 
To duow me in but twenty acx^s : 



} 
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This number fure they may allow ; 
For pallure ten» and ten for plow : 
'Tis all that I could wifli or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell and Crop. 

Then, as thou wilt, difpofe the reft 
(And let not Fortune fpoil the jefl) 
To thofe who, at the market- rate. 
Can barter honour for eflate. 

Now, if thou grant'ft me my requcft. 
To make thy votary truly bleft, 
Let curft revenge and faucy pride 
To fome bleak rock far off be tied >, 
Nor e'er approach my rural feat. 
To tempt me to be bafe and great. 

And, Goddefs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her fon 
(Where-ever elfc flxe lets him rove) 
To fhun my houfe, and field, and grove : 
Peace cannot djvcU with Hate or Love. 

Hear, gracious Rh€a, what I £ay : 
And thy petitioner ihall pray. 



} 



Written in the Beginning oFMezeray** 
Hiftory of F n a w c.e. 
L 
\KT H AT E'ER thy countrymen have done> 
^^ Byhwtaui wk, hy fworil and gvo. 

In thee is faitbinUy icdted : 
And all the living worUf that view 
Thy work, gi^ dMie the praifes.4iu^, 
At.cmce inilrudked and delighxtd. 



w.x«. 
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II. 

Yet for the fame of all thefe deeds 
What beggar in the Invalides, 

With lamenefs broke, with blindnefs fmitten, 
Wilh'd ever decently to die, 
To have been either Mezeray, 

Or any monarch he has written ? 
III. 
It *s ftrange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That, down from Pharamond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain ; 
All feel the ill, yet ihun the cure : 
Can fenfe this paradox endure ? 

Refolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine, 
IV. 
The man, in graver tragick known 
(Though his beft part long (ince was done). 

Still on the ftage defircs to tarry : 
And he, who play'd the Harlequin, 
After the jcft flill loads the fcene. 

Unwilling to retire, though weary. 



Written in the Nouveaux Interets dc$ 
Princes de PEurope, 

T> LEST be the princes, who have fought 
•*^ For pompous names, or wide dominion 5 
Since by their error we arc taught, 
That happinef»is but opinion I 

AORZANI 
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Adriani MoRiENTis ad Animam Suam. 



AN I M U L A vagula, blandula, 
Hofpcs, comefque corporis. 
Quae nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula? 
Nee, ut foles, dabis joca. 



By Monlicur Fontenelle, 

MA petite ame, ma mignonne, 

Tu t'en vas done, ma fille, & Dieu fache ou th yM 

Tu pars feulette, nue, & tremblotante, helai 1 

Que deviendra ton humeur folichonne ) 

Q^e deviendront tant dc jolis ^bats ? 



IMITATED. 

POOR, little, pretty, fluttering thing. 

Mud we no longer live together ? 
And doA thou prune thy trembling wing. 

To take thy flight thou know'ft not whither ? 
Thy humourous vein, thy pleafing folly. 

Lies all negle^ed, all forgot : 
And, peniive, wavering, melancholy. 

Thou dread'il and hop'ft thou know'A not vthzu 



APafla^ 
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A Paflage in theMoRiiE Encomium, 
of E R A s M u s, imitated. 

T N awful pomp, and melancholy ftate, 
*• See fettled Reafon on the judgement-feat : 
Around her croud Diftruft", and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Foreiight, and tormenting Care : 
3Far from the throne, the trembling Pkafures ftand, 
Oktin*d up, or exil'd by her ftern command. 
Wretched her fubjefts, gloomy fits the queeh j 
fnU happy Chante revferts the cruel fcene i 
And apifh Folly, with her wild refort 
Of wit and jeft, difturbs the folemn C6urt. ^ 

See the fantaftic mmftrelfy adv^nte^ * 

To l>reathe the fong, and animate the dance. 
Blefl the ufurper ! happy the furprize ! 
Her mimic pbllures catch our eager «ycs ; 
Her jingling bells afFe£t our captive ear; 
And in the fights we fee, and founds we hear, 
Againft our judgement, Ihe our fenfe employs ; 
The laws of troubled Reafon flie deftroys, 
AniS in their place rejoices to indite 
Wild fcheincs of mirth, and plans of loofc delight. 



To 
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To Dr. S H E R L O C K, 

ON HIS 

Practical Discourse concerning Death. 

TT^ORGIVfi the Mufe, who, itt unhallow'd drains, 
"*• The Saint one moment froYn his God detains : 
For fure, whatever 3-0U do, where-e'er you are, 
'Tis all but one good work, one conftant prayer : 
Forgive her ; and ihtreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour'd vows with kind acceptance come. 
To raife her notes to that fublime degree. 
Which fuits a fong of piety and thee. 

Wondious good man ! whpfe labours may repel 
The force of (in, may flop the rage of hell 5 
Tliou, like the ^aptift, from thy God Wafl: fent. 
The crying voice, to bid the wbrld repent. 

The Youth fliall fludy, and no more engage 
Their flattering wifhes for uncertain age j 
No more, with fruitlefs care and cheated ftrife. 
Chafe fleeting pleafure through this maze of life j 
Finding- the wretched all they here can have, 
But prefent food, and but a future grave : 
Each, great as Philip^s vi6tor fon, Ihall view 
This abjeft world, and, weeping, alk a new. 
Decrepit Age fliall read thee, and confefs 
Thy labours can afluage, where medicines ceafe | 
Shall blefs thy words, their, woundet! foul's relief, 
The drops that fwectcn their Wft-diiegs of \ih) 
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Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at all beneath ; 
Own riches gather'd, trouble j fame, a breath j 
And Life an ill, whofe only cure is Death. 

Thy even thoughts with fo much plainnefs flow. 
Their fenfe untutor*d Infancy may know : 
Yet to fuch height is all that plainnefs wrouglit. 
Wit may admire, and lettered pride be taught. 
Eafy in words thy ftyle, in fenfe fublime, 

On its bleft (leps each age and fex may rife 5 
rris like the ladder jn the Patriarch's dream, 

Its foot on earth, its height above the ikies : 
Diffused its virtue, boundlefs is its power ; 
*Tis public health, and univerfal cure : 
Of heavenly manna 'tis a fecond feaft j 
A nation's food, and all to every tafle. 

To its laft height mad Britain's guilt was rear'd ; 
And various death for various crimes flie fear'd. 
With your kind work her drooping hopes revive ; 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live : 
You wreft the bolt from Heaven's avenging hand 5 
Stop ready death, and fave a finking land. 

O I fave us flill : ilill blefs us with thy ftay j 

! want thy Heaven, till we have learnt the way : 
Refufe to leave thy deilinM charge too £oon 5 
Antl, for the churdi's good, defer thy own. 

1 live; and let thy works urge our belief j 
Live to explain thy doftrine by thy life ; 
Till future Infancy, baptiz'd by thee. 
Grow ripe in years, and old in piety j 
Till ChhUians, yet unborn^ be tau|;ht to die. 

. Then, 
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Then, in full age and hoary holinefs, 
Retire, great teacher ! to thy i»romis'd blift : 
Untouched thy tomb, uninjur'd be thy dufl, 
As thy own fame among the future jvift i 
Till in lad (bunds the dreadJFul trumpet fpeakr; 
Till Judgement calls, and quickcn'd Nature wakeii 
Till, through the utmoft eartli, and deeped Hety 
Our fcatter'd atoms find their deftin'd way. 
In hade to clofth their kindred fouTs agaii^ 
Perfedt our flate, and build immortal man' : 
Then fearlefs thou, who well fui^ain'cNl the fight. 
To Jteths of joy, or trafts of endlcfs light. 
Lead up all thofe who heard thee, and believ'd t 
•Midft thy own flock, great Ihephcrd I be rcceiv'd ; 
And glad all Heaven with millions thou haftfavM. 
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CARMEN SECULARS, for the Year i7oi. 
To the K I N G. 

•* Afpice, ventaro lstentur^t'«mnia&6c'lo : 
** O mihi tfnta longae maneat pars ultima vitae 
^ Spiritus, &i quantum fat erit tira dicere fa£l:a !" 

Virg. Edog. !r. 

■^ I. 

'Tp'tl Y elder look, great JanUs, caft 
"■• Into the long records of ages paft : 
Review the years in faired a<5lioR drefl 
With noted whit«y fuperior to the rcftr; 

Vo L. I. M JEras 
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^ras deriv'd, and chroni&les. begun^ 
From empires founded^ and from bactles woni 
Shew all the fpolls by valiant kbgs atchiev'dt 
And groaning nations by thdr arms reHev'd y 
The wound& df patriots in their country's caufe. 
And happy power faflahi'd by whokfome laws c 
In comely rank call every merit forth» 
Imprint on every a£l its ftandard-worth ; 
The glorious parallels then downward bring 
To modern wonders, and to Britain's king; 
With equal juftice, and liiftoric care^ 
Their laws, their toils» their arms, with his compare | 
Conftffs the. various attributes of fame 
Collp£tcd and complete in William's namci 
To all the liftening world relate 
(As thou doft his flory read), 
That nothing went before fo great, 
And notlung greater can fucceed. 
II. 
Thy narive Latium was thy darling care. 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war : 
The boldeft vircues that have governed earth • 
From Latium*» fruitful womb derive thdr birth. 

Then tUrn to her fur-writtea page ; 
From dawning childhood to edabli^'d age 

The glories of her empire trace s 
Confront the heros of thy Roman race ; 
And let the judeft paia/the vi£^or's temples grace* 

IIL 
The fon of Mars reduced the tremblUi^ fwaiAs» 
And ipccad his empire o'er the didant plains : 

3 But 
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But yet the SaVins violated charms 
Obfcur*d the glory of his rifing arms. 
Numa the rights of fVri^ religion knew ; 
On every altar laid the ineenfc dUe ; 

UnfkilPd to dart tlie pointed fp^ar. 
Or lead the' forward youth to Aoble war. 
Stern Brutus was with too much hotror gocpdy 
Holding his fafces ftiin'd with filial blood. 
Fabius wis wife, but with cxcefs of care 
He fav'd his couhtry, but prolong'd the waf . 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly fought^ 

And by their {lri£^ examples taught. 

How wild defires fliould be controuVd, 
And how much brighter virtue was than gold : 
They fcarce their f welling third of fame c©uld hide |- 
And beaded poverty with too much pride. 
Excefs in youth made Scipio Icfs rever'd : 
And Cato, dying, feem'd to own, he feared. 
Julius with honour tam'd Rome's foreign foes ; 
But patriots fell, ere tli&didator rofe. 
And, while with clemency Augudus reign'dy 
The monarch was ador'd ; the city chain 'd. 

IV. 
With juded honour be Adr merits dreft j 

But be their failing^ too confed : 

Their virtue like th«r Tyber's flood 
Rolling, its conrfe delign'd dieir country's go<kL 
But oft' the torrent's goo impetuous fpeed 
f ronftihe low earth tore fome polluting weed ; 

M z And 
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And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
-Some viler part, fome tui6):ure of the man. 

V. 

i ^Fe w virtues after thcfe £0 far prevail. 
But that their vices more than turn ti^e icale : 
Valour, grown wild by pride, .and power by rage, 

Did tlie truer diarms of majefty. impair : 
vRome by degrees, advancing more in age, 

Shew'd fad remains of what had once been faic ; 
Till Heaven a better race of men fupplies ; 
And glory ihoou new beams, from weAern ikies. 

VI. 
Turn then to Phartmond and Charlemain, 
And the long heros of the Gallic drain ; 
Experiinc'd chiefs, for hardy prowcfs known. 
And bloody wreaths in venturous battles won. 
From the firft William, our great Norman king. 
The bold Plantagehets and Tiidors bring ; 
lUuftrious virtues, who by turns' have rofe, 
In foreign fields to check Britannia*s foes ; 
With happy laws her empire to fuftain $ 
And with full power affert her ambient main. 
But fomctimes, too induftrious tobe great. 
Nor patient to expeA the turns of ^te, 
They open'd camps, deform'd by civil fight. 
And made proud conqueft trample over right 1 
Bifparted firitaih mourn'd their doubtful fwiy* 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 

Vn/Froa 
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VII. 
F»>m.Didier and imperial Adolph trace 
The glorious offspring of the NaiTau race, - 
Devoted lives to public liberty 5 • 
The chief ftiH dying, or the country free. 
Then fee the kindred blood of Orange flow. 
From warlike Cornet, through the loins of Beau ; 
Through Chabn next, and there with Nafiku join. 
From Rhone's fair banks tranfplanted to the Rhine* 
Bring next the royal lid of Stuarts forth. 
Undaunted minds, that rul'd the rugged north ; 
Till Heaven's decrees by ripening times arc ihown 5 
Till Scotland's lyings afcend the Englilh tlirone ; 
And the fair rivals live for ever one- 

VIIL 
Janus, mighty deity, 

Be kind ; and, as thy fcarching eye 

Does our modern ftory trace. 

Finding fome of Stuart's race 

Unhappy, pafs their annals by t 
No harlh reflexion let remembrance raife : 
Forbear to mention what thou canft not praifc : 
But, as thou dwell'd upon that heavenly name*^^ • 
To grief for ever facred, as to fame, 
Oh! read it to thyfelf ? in filence weep ; 
And thy convulfive forrows inward keep; 
Left Britain's grief fhould waken at the found, * 
And blood guih freih from her eternal wound. 

♦ MarvJ 

M 3 IX. Whiihc* 
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IX. 

Wliithcr wouWft tliou iFurthcr look ? 
Read WilHamls i^b, and clofe the ample bookr 
Perufc the wonders of his dawning life r 

How, like Alcidca* he began ; 
With infant pati^ce calm'd fedicioas ftrife; 

And quell'd the fnakes wkkh round his cradle raiw 

X. 
Befcribe his youth, attentive to alarms. 
By dangers form'd, and perfe£^ed in arms .* 
When conquering, mild ; when conquer^d^ not 4i^ 

gracM ; 
Bj wrongs not lei!en'd, nor by triumphs rais'd ; 
Superior to the blind cTents 
Of Rttlc human accidents ; 
And conflant to his &-ft decree. 
To curb the proud, to fet the injvr'd free ; 
To bow tlie haughty neck, and raifc the fuppliaat 
knee. 

XL 
His opemng years to riper manhood bring i 
And fee tlie hero perfe£t in the king : 
Imperious arms by manly reaibn fway'd. 
And power fupreme by free conient obey'd ; 
With how much haAe his mercy meets his foos^ 
And how unbounded his forgivenefs flows ; 
With what deGre he nmkes hb fubjed^s blefs*d» 
His fayours granted ere kis throne addrefs'd : 
What trophies o'er our captiv'd hcartf he rears. 
By arts of peace more potent, than by wars : 

Hon 
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How o'er himfelf as o'er the world he reigns, 
His morals ftrengthcniog what his law ordains. 

XII. 
Through all liis thread of life already fpun, 
Becoming grace and proper a£(ton run : 
The piece by Virtue's equal hand is wrought 
Mixt with no crime, and ihaded with no fault i 

No footftcps of the vigor's rage 
Left in the camp where William did engage : 

No tin^^ure of the monarch's pride 

Upon the royal purple fpy'd : 

His fame, like gold, the more 'tis try'd. 
The more Ihall its intrinfic worth proclaim ; 
Shall pafs tl\e combat of the fearching flame. 

And triumph o'er the vanquifh'd heat. 

For ever coming out the fame. 
And lofmg nor its luftre nor its weight, 
XIII. 

Janus, be to William juft j 
To faithful Hiftory his aftions truft ; 

Command her, with peculiar care 
To trace each toil, and comment every war : 

His faving wonders bid her write 

In chara£ters di(tin£^ly bright ; 

That each revolving age may read 
The Patriot's piety, the Hero's deed : 
And Aill the (ire inculcate to his fon 
Tranfmiflive leffons of the king's renown j 

That William's glory ftill may live ; 

When all that profeat ait can gtve> 

M 4 Tlie 
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The pillar'd marble, and the tablet brafs* 

Moujldenngy drop the victor's praife : .* 

When the great monuments of his power 

Shall now be viiible no -mure : 
When Sambre (hall have chang'd her winding flood j 

And children afk* where Namur flood. 
XIV. 
Namur, proud city, how her towers were arm'd L 

How (he contemn'd tli* approaching foe ! 
Till (he by William's trumpets was alarm'd^ 
And fhook, and funk, and fell beneath his blow» 

Jove and Pallas, mighty powers. 
Guided the hero to the hoftilc towers. 

Pcrfeus fccm'd Icfs fwift in war, 

When, wing'd with fpeed, he flew through air. 

Embattled nations drive in vain 

The Hero's glory to reflrain : 
Streams arm'd with rocks, and mountains red with fire, 

In vain againfl his force confpire. 
Behold him from the dreadful height appear ! 
And lo ! Biitannia's lions waving there. 
XV. 
Europe freed, and France rcpell'd. 

The Hero from the height beheld : 
He fpake the word, that war and rage ihould ceafe ; 
He bid the Maefe and Rhine in fafety flow ; 

And di6lated a lading peace 

To the rejoicing world below. 
To refcued dates, and vindicated crowns^. 
His e^ual hand prefcrib'd their ancient bounds )^ 

, , Ordam'd, 
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Ordain'd, whom every province fhould obey | 
How far each monarch (hould extend lus fway ;' 
Taught them how clemency made power rever'd ; - 
And that the prince belovM was truly fear'd. 
Firm by his fide unfpotted Honour ilood, ' 

Pleas'd to confefs him not fo great as good : 
His head with brighter beams fair Virtue-deekfd^: 
Than thofe which all hi» numerous crowns refle^lr ^• 
Edablifh'd Freedom clapp'd her joyful wings ; 
Proclaimed the firft of men, and beft of kings. 
XVI. 

Whither would the Mufe afpire 

With Pindav^s rage,- without his fire ; 

Pardon me, Janus, twas a fault. 

Created by too great a thought : 

Mindlefs of the God and day, 

I from thy altars, Janus, ftray^- 
"From thee, and from myfelf, borne far away. 

The fiery Pegafus difdains 
To mind the rider's voice, or hear the reins : 
When glorious fields and opening camps he viewSy 

He runs with an unbounded loofe : 
Hardly the Mufe can fit the headftrong horfe ; 
Nor would (he, if ihe could, check his impetuous forcei 
With the glad noife the cliffs and vallies ring. 
While fhe through earth and atr purfues the king. 

XVII. 
She now beholds him on the Belgic fhore ; 
Whilft Britam's tears his ready help implore, 

Pifiemblifl'g 
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Biffemblmg for ker fake his riiing oaflcs. 
And with wife iikaee pondering vengeful wzn. 

She thfovgh the mging ocean now 
Views him advansiBg hia tofplciDUS prowp 
Combating %4veHe windt and winter kn. 
Sighing the mojit«ntf th^t dtkr our eafe ; • 
Dariog to wethi the fcepier's dangerous ve%ht» 
A|id aki^ tl)e $oaunfnd> tp i&ve tht ibce ( 
Though, ere the douiHf«{l glk a«n .^ iequr'dy 
I^ew w^s nn^ft he ftiAain'd, new wottods emhirU. 

JCVIII. 
Through rough leme's cahinp$ ike founds akurm$> 
And kingclonjs yet to h« Kdeei^'d by arms ; 
In tlie dank marfhcs &k1s her glorious theme ; 
And plunges after bim through Boyne's fierce ftrcani. 
^he bids the Nereids run with trembling ha(k> 

. To tell old Ocean how the Hero puft. 
The Go4 reUvk<P^ ilieir fpur, and owns tlie praife 
Worthy that arm, whofe empire he obeys. 

XIX. 
Bac^ CO his Albion 0ie delights to bring 
The humbleft victor, and the kindeft king. 
Albion with open triumpli would receive 

^ Her Heroi nor obtains his leave : 
Firm hexeje^s the altars ihe would raife? 
And thftoks the eeal, while he declines the prtife« 
Again ihe follows him tluough Belgians land. 
And countries often fav'd by William's hand ; 
Hears joy^ mtttons blefs thofe ha^py toils, 

' lUTbifib fropd the people, but return'd the fpoils. 
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In various views fhQ tries her conilawt ibe^ ; . 
Finds him in councils, and in anj^s- ^te.jfewc j 
When cerum to o'ercoipcr incUn/d to fej^f^ 
Tardy tg Vcngcan(ie, and wkh wwfty.bj;^^ 

Sudden another fccne croj^oy^. h^. (igfet ; .; 
She fets her Hero in another lifht; . 
Paints his great mind fuperipr to fuc^eft* . 
Declining conqveft, to cftabli(h p(W€l ' 
She brings Aftrea: down to earth again ; 
And Quiet, brooding o*<r hU future, rciga, 

XXI. 
Then witli unweairy wing the Goddefs foars 
Eaft, over Danube and Propontis* ihores ; 
Where jarring empires, ready to engage, 
Retard theic armies, and fuf]pend theii; r^gp j 
Till William's woid, like that of Fate,, dcclarcjy 
If they fhall ftudy peace, or lengthen wars. 
How facred his renown for equal laws. 
To whom the world defers its common xiauf© f 
How fair his /ricndfhips, and bis league; bow jufl. 
Whom every nation courts, whom aliicUgion? XX^Sk ! 

xxn. 

From the Maeotis to the Northern fcai 

The Goddefs wings her defpcrate way | 
Sees the young Mufcovit^, the mighty hea^t 
Whofe fovereign terror forty nations dreads 
Inamour'd with a greater monarch's praifey 
And paiHng half the canb to his m^^^v^if ^ 
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She in his rule beholds his Volga^s force. 

O'er precipices with impetuous fway 

Breaking, and, as he rollsf his rapid courfe. 

Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his way, . 

But her own king ihe likens to his Thames^ 

With gentle courfe devolving fruitful flreams 5 . 

Serene yet ftrong, majcftic yet fed ate. 

Swift without violence, without terror great. 

Each ardent nymph' the rinhg current craves | 

Each ihepherd's prayer retards the parting waves ; 

The vales along the bank their fweets difclofe ; 

Frefh flowers for ever rife ; and fruitful harveft grows. . 

XXIII. 
Yet whither would th* adventurous Goddefs go ? 
Sees fhe not clouds, and earth, and main, below ? 
Minds fhe the dangers of the Lycian coafl, 
And *f elds, where mad Bellerophon was lofl? 

Or is her towering flight reclaimM 
By feas from Idarus's downfall nam'd ? 
Vain is the call, and ufelefs the advice : 
To -wife pcrfuafion deaf, and human cries, 
• Yet upward fhe inceffant files ; 
Refolv'd to reach the high empyrean fpherCf 
And tell great Jove, ihe fings his image here ; 
To aik for William an Olympic crown. 
To Chromiiis' fhength, and Theron's fpeed unknown t 
Till, loft iii tracklefs fields of fhining day. 

Unable to difccm the way. 
Which Naflau*s virtue only could explore, 
*t%touch'd, unknown, to any Mufe before ; 

the. 
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^he, from the noble precipices thrown, . , . ^ 

« Comes ruihing with uncommon ruin down. ■■. 

Glorious attempt ! unhappy, fate ! « 

The fong too daring, and the theme too great! 

Yet rather thus fhe wills to die, 
Than in continued annals live, to fing 
A fecond hero, or a vulgar king 8 . 

And with ignoble fafety fly 
^In fight of earth, alopg a middle iky. 
XXIV. 

To Janus' altars, and the numeroas throng 

That rounds his myitic temple prefs, 

For Williamfs life and Albt(m's peace. 
Ambitious Mufie, reduce the xovin|^ 6>ng» 

Janus, call thy forward eye .. " 

Future, int9^^al: Rh£a's pregnant wdmb.; -! 

' Where young ideas hrooding lie. 
And tender images of things to come : 

Till, by thy high commands releaiM,' 
Till, by thy hand in proper atoms drefs'd, 
In deffcnt order thfl^F adinmce to light r ^ 

Yet then too fwiftly fleet; by Jiuman fight ; . . 
And meditate ^oo foon their cverlafting flight. 

XXV. 
Nor beaks of (hips in naval tiriumph borne. 
Nor ftandards from the hoftile ramparts torn. 

Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor o^en wxtath, nor mural crowBi 
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Can Any future h6ii6tii^ gt^ 

To die vidoiidus monarch's nanfe : 

The plenitude of William's fame 
Can no accumiilalfcd flores recdve. 
Shut then, aufpicious God, thy facred gat^ 
And make us happy, as our king is great* 

Be kind, and with ^a milder hand 
Cloting the volume of the finifh'd age 

(Though noble, 'twas an iron page) 

A more delightful leaf expand. 
Free from alarms* mad ficice Belloni's raget 
Bid the great months 'b^ta thetr joyficil romftU 
"By Flora fome, and ibme by Circs ciownM ^ 
Teach the glad hours ttricatter, as they fly, 
ISoft quiet, gentle love, and endlefs iQff.$ 
Lead forth die yeata for .^eace aad^ trinity imfd^ . 
From Saturn's rule and better metaljaain^ 

XXVI, 
Secure by William's ^aie'-lotBntan ftandi 

Nor dread the boU invader's limil ? 
From adverfe ihores in itfety let bar bete 
Forei^ calamity, Aiid diftaarwiri 
Of wUch let hef, great H^avoi, m^ portkw b«lf *t 
Betwixt the nations let her hgld her fcale, 
Andy as fhe wills, let either part prevail : 
Let her glad vallies fmile with wavy corn ; 
Let fleecy flocks her riiuig hills adorn ; 
Around her doaft let ftrong defence be fpread ; 
Let £idr abundance on her bread be Ihed ;* 
And aeavenly fweets bloom round the Goddefs' head 

XXVII. 
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xxv«. 

Where tlie witlte towetft and ancient roofs di4 ftandi 
Remains of WoHey*s or great Hiriry's hand. 
To age now yielding, or devour*d by flafne. 
Let a young phtimix: raife her towering head ; 
Her wings With l«*ftgchert*d honour \6t her {prczdi 
And by her gteatndfs (hew her builder's fame :. 
Auguft and 6pen, as the hero'd mind. 

Be her capacious Courts defignM : 

Let every facrcd pillar bear 
Trophies of arms, and monuments of war. 
The king (hall thcfe in Parian marble breathe. 
His (houlder bleeding fre(h : and at his feet 

Difarm'd Ihall lie the threatening death: 
(For fo was iaving Jove's decree compleat). 
Behind, that ahgel (hall be placM, whofe fhield 

Sav\l Europe, in the blow repel^d : 
On the firm baGs, from liis oozy bed, 

Boyne (hall raife lus laurePd head ; 

And his immortal ilream be known. 
Artfully waving through the wounded ftotic, 

XXVIIL 
And thou, imperial Windfi^r, (laid cidarg'd^ 

With all the monarch's trophies charg'd : 
Thou, the fair heaven, that doft the ilafs inckfe. 
Which William's bofom wisard, or hand beftowa 
On the great ahampma who fupport hisp tte**^ 

And virtuet ftcaxi^ to his ovnu 

XXIX. R#oad 
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XXIX. 

Round Ormand's knee, thou ty'fl the royftic (bingry 
That ixfakes the knight companion to the king. 
From glorious*camps return'd^ and foreign fields, 

'Bowing before thy fainted warrior^s fhiine. 
Fad by his^ great forefather's coats, and fhields 
Blazon'd from Bohun's or from Butler's line. 
He hangs his arms ; nor fears thofe arms ihould ihine 
With an unequal ray; or that his deed 

With paler glory ihould recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs, orlcfien'd by the fame 

' Ev'n of his own thaternal NaiTau's name. 
XXX. 

'Thou fmiling feefl: great Dorfet*S worth confeft. 
The ray diftinguilhing the patriot's breaft j 
Born to prot^e^ and love, to help and pleafe ; 
Sovereign of wit, and omamenr of peace. 

' O ! long as breath informs this fleeting frame { 
Ne'er let me pafs in filence Doffet's name j 
Ke'er ceafe to mention the continued debt, 
Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, mud fludy to acquit. 

XXXI. 
Renown 'd in thy records fhall Ca'ndiih iland, 
AlTerting legal power and juft command : 
To the grc^ houfe thy favour ihall be fliown, 
The father's- ftar tranfmiffive to the fon. 
From thee the Talbot's and the Seymour's race 
loform'd, their fire's immortal fteps ihall trace* 

': 4 HappjF, 
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Happy, may their Ton? receive 
The bright rewtrd, which t|iou alone caQfl jgivp f 

XXXII. 
And if % Gp4 thtffc l\icky number? guide j 
if furc Apollo o'er the veiffe prefide ; 
Jerfey, belov'd by aU (for all muft feel 

The influence of a form and mind, 
Where comely grace and conftaot Kirtup jdwelj, 
Like mingled ilreapi$; more forcible wben joia*4)HP!> 

Jerfey ihall at thy altars fland ; 

Shall there receive tWe azure l^a^d* 
That faireft aaarfc of favpvir «nd odfmfif 

Familiar to this Vjlllen^ name* 
XXX^II. 
Science to raife, and knowlcdgp to enlarge. 

Be our great maftcr's future charge ; 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heir§ 
High fchemes of ^jovernmeut, and plans of wars ; 
By fair rewards our noble youth to raife 
To emulous merit, and to thirft of praife; 
To lead them put from ea{b ere opeui^xg dawn 
Through tlie thick foreft and the diftant lawn^ 
Whtre the fleet flag employs their ardent care. 
And chaces give tliem images of war ; 
To teach them vigjlance by falfe alarms ; < 

inure them ip feign'd camps to real arms ; 
Praftifc them now to curb the turning fteedy 
Mocking the foe ; now to his rapid fpcqd 
To give the rein, and in the full career 
STp ^raw the certain fword, or^cnd the pointed fpear. 

Vol. I. N XXXIV. 
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xxxiv. 

Let him unite his fubjefls hearts, 
Tlanting focieties for peaceful arts ; 
Some that in nature ihall true knowledge found. 
And by experiment make precept found ; 
Some that to morals ihall recall tlie age. 
And purge from vicious drdfs the finking ftagc ; 
Sbme that with care true eloquence ihall teach, 
AntI to juft idioms fix our doubtful fpeech ; 
That from our writers diftant realms may know 

The thanks we to our monarch owe $ 
And fchools pidfefs our tongue through every lanci# 
That has invoked his aid, or bleft his hand. 
XXXV. 

Let his high power the drooping Mufes reari; 
The Mufes only can reward his care : 
*Tis they that guard the great Atrides' fpoils ; 
*Tls they that ilill renew UlyfTes' toils : 
To them by fmiling Jove 'twas given, to favc 
Diitinguiih^d patriots from the common grave.; 
To them, grt9l William's glory to recall. 
When ilatues moulder, and when arches falL 
Kor let die Mufes, with ungrateful pride, 

The fources of their treafure hide : 
The Hero's virtue docs the ilring infpire. 
When with big joy they ilrike the living lyre* 

On William's fame their fate depends ; 
With him the fong begins ; with him it endi. 



'Tfoa 
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'From the bright effluence of his deed 

They borrow that refle^d li^tj 

Wich which the lafting lamp they feed, 
Whofe beams difpel the damps of envious night. 

XXXVI. 
Through various climes, and to each dfftant pole, 
In happy tides let active commerce roll : 
Let Britain's fhips export an annual fleece. 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece : 
Returning loaden with the fhining (lores. 
Which lie profufe on either India's fhores. 
As our high veiTcls pafs their watery way, 
Let all the nav£ world due homage pay : 
With hafty reverence their top-iionours lower, 

Confefling the aflcrtcd power, 
To whom by Fate "'twas given, with happy fway» 
To calm the earth, and vindicate the fea. 

XXXVII. 
Our prayers are heard j our matter's fleets (hall ga 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow. 
New lands to make, new Indias to exploit. 
In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's power | 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim. 
And teach them arms and arts in William's name. 

xxxvin. 

with humble joy, and with rcfpcftful fear. 
The liftcning people (hall his ftory hear. 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he fuftain*d. 
How far he conquered, and how well he reignM t 

N 1 Shall 
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Shall own his mefi^y pc^wfX Ko 1sa% i^'v^ 
And form their childft:A'fi apcf^i^tl to liiie mm^ 
Enquiring how, ftAd wh^a* from Hffayen ^e Cjune. 
Their r^4l tyr^ms ^U with blvnifcea hWe 
Their little lufts of arbit;aify prijlte. 

Nor \>^9t to fte th^ir vaffak tyVii 
When \Villiam*p Tirt\j?s n^ift: ^mt opening thowghtp 
His forty year§ for public: freedwR foughti 

Europe by hi» hm4 i\\(\j(in.% 
His conqueft by his piety reftcain'd, 
And o*er himfelf tl>e laft grpat triumph g»ia*^r 

XXXIX. 
No longer fhall tlwjir wretched zeal adore 

Ideas of deftrudlive ppweri 
Spirits that hurt, and godhes^ds that devoiir : 
New ingenft^ tl)ey fliall briag^ ocw akars Taife, 
And fill their teipples witli a fkaager's praifej 
When the great father's t^^VM^toft they find 
Vifibly llampt ypon the hero'? n>ind j 
And own a prefent Dqity coufeft^ 
In valour that preferred, and jpowcr that blefj^ 

XU 
Through the large convex of the azure (ky 
(For thither Natwe cafla our common eye) 
Fierce meteors flioot thw arbitrary light ; 
And comets march yfkh kwlefs horror bright i 
Thefe hear no rule, no righteous order own ; 
Their influence dreaded s(s tl^ir ways unknown ; 
Through threatened lands they wild deftruftion throw^ 
Till ttrdcnt prayer averts tlip pyblic woe. 

But 
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But the bright orb that hlbfloi all above. 

The facred fir«, die real fon of Jove, 

Rules not his aitions by ttajiricioi^s will ; 

Kor by ungovem'd powtr detlines to ill : 

f ix*d by juft laws, he goes foi evtx right : 

idsLu knows. his o^rfb, and t\tmat adores his Hght. 

3CLI. 
O Janus 1. ^imvld inttcatisd Fate confpire 
To grant what Britain's wi&es could requiit } 
Above, that Sun diould ceafe his way to go» 
Ere William (eeafe to rale, and bkfs below : 

But a relcntlefs Dfeftiny 

Urges all that e'er was hovfk a 
SnatchM from her arms^ Britannia ontt mail monril 
Tiie Demi-God ; the earthly half muft die. 
Yet if our inccnfc can your wrath rtoim'e ; 
If Imman prayers avail on minds above ; 
Exert, great God 1 thy intereft lA the- iky, 
Oain each kind Power, each guardian Deity $ 

That, conquer*d by the public vow, 
They bear the difmal mifchief far away ! 
O ! long as utmoft nature may allow. 

Let them retard the thfeaten'd day ? 
Still be our ftiafter's life thy happy care « 
Still let his bloflings with his years increaf^ t 
To his laborious youth, co(iftrra*d in WW, 
Add lading age, adorn'd and crown'd wi^h peace : 
Let twifted plives bind thofe Jgurpls faft, 

Whode verdure mufi for ^ver kft 1 

N A . XLU. 
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XLII. 
Long let this growing aera blefs his fway ; 
And let our fons his prefcnt rule obey : 
On his fure virtue long let earth rely^ 
And late let the imperial eagle fly. 
To bear the Hero through his father's (ky, 
To Leda*s twins, or he whofe glorious fpeed 
On foot prevailed, or he who tam*d the fleed ;. 
To Hercules^ at length abfolv'd by fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great ^ 
To Virgirs theme, bright Cytherea's fon^ 
Sire of the Latian and the Britifh throne r 

To all the radiant names above, 

Rever'd by men, and dc^r to Jove;. 

Late, Janus, let the Naflau-ftar 
New-born, in rifing majefty appear. 
To triumph over vanquifli'd night,. 

And guide the profperous mariner 
With everlaflmg beams of friendly liglit. 

The Remedt worfe than the Disease*. 

T SENT forRatcliffe; was fo ill, 
•*• That other Doftors gave me over: 
He felt my puHe, prefcrib'd his pill. 
And I was likely to recover. 

But, when the wit began to wheeze,. 

And wine ha<:l warm*d the Politician,. . 
Cur'd yeflerday of my difeafe, 
- 1 dy'd lail night of my P4iyiician« 



} 
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AN ODE 

Infcribed to the Memoty of 

The Honourable Colonel George Villiers^ 

Drowned in the River Pi A V A, 1703, 

In Imitation of Horace, i Od. xxviii* 

** Te maris & terrae numeroque carcntis arcn«^ 
** Mcnforem cohibenty Archyta, &€.** 

Q AY, deareft Villiew, poor departed friend 
*^ (Since fleeting life thus fuddenly muft end); 
Say, what did all thy bufy hopes avail. 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didft fail. 
Ere on thy chin the fpringing beard began 
To fpread a doubtful down, and promife man ? 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares. 
In vigour more confirmed, and riper years. 
To wake,, ere morning dawn, to loud alarms. 
And march till clofe of niglit in heavy arms ; 
To fcorn:the fummer's funs and winter's fnows. 
And fearch through every clime thy country's foes 1 
Tha(,thou might'fl Fortune to thy fide engage j 
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's rage ; 
And Anna's bounty crown her foldier's hoary age ? 
In vain we think that free-will'd roan has power 
To haflen or prQtra£l-th' appointed hour. 

^4 O^. 
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Our term of life depends not on our deed : 
Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 
Nor aw*d by fDrcfight^ nor mifled by chance, 
Imperious Pcath direfts his ebon lance ; 
Peoples great itenry's tombs, ahd htdi up Holben' 
ddncie.. 

Alike muft every ftate and every age 
Suftain the univerfal tyrant's rage : 
For neither William's power, nor Mar\''s charms^ 
Could or repel or pacify his arms. 
Young Churcliill fell, as life began to bloom ; 
And Bradford's trembling age cxpe£ls tlie tomb : 
Wifdom atod tl6quence in vain would plead 
One mottfcftt's wf^itt for die learned head : 
Judges of writings and of men hffve dy*d ; 
Maecenas^ SackvUle^ Socrates^ aftd Hyde : 
And in their Various turns the font mttd tread 
Thofe glbdtt\y jo\»mies w!iich dieir fiitBS have iesd.. 

The anetent'Sag'e> who did fo long maintain. 
That bodies dtc^ but fouls return again,. 
With all the births and deaths he had in (lore^ 
Went out Pytl\agoras, and came no more. 
And modern Afgyll, whofe cspricious thou^r 
Is yet with ftbres of wilder notions frattjgbt;, 
Too foon tofiTiiscId, (hall yield that fleeting im«th^ 
Which plliy*d fo idly wkh the dart* of <te«h. 

Somk from the (Inmded vcffel force their wtyg 
Fcarf»l (rf fate, they meet it in the &a : 
Some, who efcape the fury of the wave, 
Skken on earth,, and fmk kta a grave : 

3 la 
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Ih journies or at home, in war or peace. 
By hardlhips mtny> many fall by eafe. 
Each changing ftafon docs its poifon bring t 
Rheums ohill the wlntvty agues blaitthe fpringt 
Wet, dry, cold; hot, &t die appointed hottrt 
All aft fubfervicnt to the tyrant's power : 
And, when obedient Nature knows his wil^ 
A fly, a grape-fVone, or a hair, cin kilL 

For reftlefs Proferpine for ever treads 
In paths unfeen, o'er our derotcd heads ; 
And on the fpacious land, and liquid main, % 

Spreads (low diPeafe, or darts affli^re pain : |r 

Variety of deaths confirm her cndlcfs reigih. «*' 

On curfl ?iava's banks the Goddefs {lood, 
Shew'd her dire warrant to the riling ftbofd ; 
When what I lotag muft love, and long muft tnourii^ 
With Fatal fpeed was urging his return j 
In his dear country, to difperft his care, . 
And arm himfelf by reft for future wir ; 
To chide his anxious friends^ officious fears,. 
And promife to their joys lus elder yeats : 

Oh ! defUn*d head ! and oh ! feverc decree ? 
Nor native country thou, Bor friend, fbllt fbe ; 
Nor war haft thou to wage ; nor year to come : 
Impending death is thine, and inftant doom. 

Hark ! ilie imperitus- Goddefs is ofbisy'd : 
Winds murmur; fnows defcend ; and waters fpread». 
Oh! kinfman, friend— Oh ! vain are all the cries 
0£ human foice^ ftrong Deftiny replies : 

Wee4* 
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Weep, you on earth ; for he ihall fleep below ? 
Thence none return, and thither all mud go. 

Whoe'er thou art, whom chdce or buiinefs leaJr 
To this fad river, or the neighbouring meads } 
If thou may'ft happen on the dreary ihores 
To find the ohjcSt which this verfe deplores, 
Cleanfe the pale corpfe with a- religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand; 
Lay the dead Hero graceful in a grave 
(The only honour he can now receive). 
And fragrant mould upon his body throw. 
And plant the warrior-laurel o*er lus brow : 
light lie the earth, and flourifh green the bough. 

So may jufl Heaven fecure thy future life 
From foreign dangers and domeflic ftrife ! 
And, when th' infernal judge's difmal power 
From the dark urn Ihall throw thy deftin'd hour 5 
When, yielding to the fentence, breathlefs thou 
And pale (halt lie, as what thou burieft now ; 
May fome kind friend the piteous obje£l fee. 
And equal rites perform to that which once, was thcc I' 

prologue; 

Spoken at Court before the Qy££Ny 
On her Majesty's Birth-Day^ I704« 

SHIN£ forth, ye planets, with diftinguifliM light»^ 
As when ye hallow'd firft this happy night : 
Agaii^ tranfmit your friendly beams to earth. 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's birth* 

And 
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And thouy propitious ftar, whofe facred power 

Prefided o'er the monftrch's natal hour} 

Thy radiant voyages for ever run. 

Yielding to none but Cynchia and the Sun ; 

With thy fair afpect ftill illufbrate Heaven ; 

Kindly preferve what thou haft greatly given : 

Thy influence for thy Annar we implore : 

Prolong one life ; and Britain aiks no more. 

For virtue can no ampler power exprefs. 

Than to be great ia war, and good in peace ; 

For thought no higher wilh of blifs can frame,. 

Than to enjoy that virtue ftill the fame. 

Entire and fure the monarch's rule muft prove. 

Who founds he? greatnefs on her fiibje£ls love ; 

Who does our homage for our good require ; 

And orders that which we fhould firft defire r 

Our vanquifh'd wills that pleafing force obey, ^ 

Her goodnefs takes our liberty away, f 

And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary fway. J 

Let the young Auftrian then her terrors bear. 
Great as he is, her delegate in war : 
Let him in thunder fpeak to both his Spains, 
That in thefe dreadful iiles a woman reigns : 
While the bright queen does on her fubje6^s fhowei^ 
The gentle bleffings of her fofter power ; 
Gives facred morals to a vicious age. 
To temples zeal, and manners to the ilage ;■ 
Bids the chafte Mufe without a bluih appear ; 
And Wit be that wliich Ueavea and ihc may bear. 

Minem* 
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Minerrt thu» to Perfws lent her MM s 
Secure of conqueiiy feilt him to the fitU a 
The hero a6fced what the queen ordatfi'cl i 
So was his fame eompleat, and Andromede tanchain'd. 

Mean tiipey araidft her native temples fate 
The Goddcfs, (hKliovs of her Grecian's fate. 
Taught them in kws and letters to exodll. 
In acting jufllfy tnd in writing well. 
Thus whilfl ihe did her various power difpiofte, 
The world was freed from tyrants, wars, and wdes: t 
Vinue was taught in verfe, and Athens* glory rofe. J 



A LETTER, 

ToMonfitqr Boileau Pe^pri&aux ; 

Occalioncd by the Vitftory at Bt e n h E i m , 1 704. 

** — Cupidum, pater optime, Tires 
** Dcficiunt : neque enim quivis horrentia pilis 
«< Agmina, nee frafta pereuntes cufpidc Gallos'*— . 

Hon, a Sac. L 

SINCE, hir*d for life, thy fertile Mufe muft fing 
Succeflive conquefts, and a glorious kingj 
Muft of a man immortal vairJy boaft. 
And bring him laurels, whatfoe'cr they coft : 
Wliat turn wilt thou employ, .what colours lay 
On the event of that fuperior day, 
In which one Englifh fubjeft's profpcrous hand 
*"(So Jo^c did Willi fo Anna did command) 

Broke 
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Broke tbe proud column of thy mi^r^ praife. 
Which fixty vrintcn bad confpirVi to rakt > 

From the loft €iM a hundred ftattdkrds brettght 
Muft be the woik of Chance, and Fominc's fauk : 
Bavaria's ftars wvuft be iccTls^, wfaieh 4ofie, ^ 

That fatal da\r dw mi^ity woik w»f doM i 

With rays bhiiquc upon tiie Gallic fun * J 

Some Diraaon, envymg France, miifed the fighe i 
And Mars miftook, thou^ Louis oqrder'd right. 

When thy ^ young Mv^ invok'd che tuneful Ninty 
To fay how Louis did not pth the SLhine j 
What work had we with Wageninghen, Amheim, 
Places that could »ot he reduc'd to rhyme ! 
And, tliough the Poet made his laft efforts, 
Wurts — who could mention in heroip— Wurts ? 
But, tell me, hadft thou reafon to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the kft campaigu } 
The Danube refcued, and the Empire iuT'd, 
Say, is tlie majefty of vcrfe reurievM ? 
And would it pnyudice thy fofter vdn. 
To fmg the princes, Louis and Eugene ? 
Is it too hard in happy verfe to place 
The Vans and Vanders of tlie R)une and Maefe * 
Her warriors Anna fends from Tweed and Thames^' 
That France may fall by more harmonious names ^ 
Canfl thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear ? 
Would Ingold&y or Palmes offend diy ear ? 



* ** En vaini poUr le laueri fro.** £p, , 



And 
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And is thor« not a found in Marlborough's name, «' 
Which thou and all thy brethren ought to claim, v 
Sacred to verfe, and fure of endlefs fame ? J 

Cutts is in metre fomething harih to read ; 
Place me the valiant Gouran in his ftead z 
Let the intention make the number good : 
Let generous Sylvius fpcak for honefl Wood. 
And though' rough Churchill fcarce in verfe will (buidy 
So as to have one rhime at his command ; 
With eafe the bard, reciting Blenheim's plain. 
May clofe the verfe, remembering but the Dane. 

I grant, old friend, old foe, (for fuch we are 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war,} 
That we poetic folks, who muft reftrain 
Our meafur'd fayings in an equal chain. 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thofe, 
Who let their fancy loofe in rambling prctfe. 

For inftancc now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verfe agree ! 
^* In one great day on Hochflct's fatal plain, 
<* French and Barvarians twenty thoufand llain r 
•« Pufli'd through the Danube to the ihorcs of Styx 
*' Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty- fix : 
« Oflicers captive made, and private men, 
«' Of thcfe twelve hundred, of thofe thoufands ten. 
«< Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages, 
<* Cannon, and kertle-drumsl"-^fweet numbers thcfe! 
But IS it tlYus you Engliih bards compofc ? 
With Rttnic lays thus tag infipid profc ? 

And, 



An<l> ♦when you fhould your Hero's deeds rehearfe; 
<Jivc us a commiflary's lift in verfe ? 

Why^faidi ! Dcfpreaux, there 's fenfe in what you fayt 
I told you where my difficuky lay : 
So ?aft, fo numerous, were great Blenheim's fpoils. 
They fcorn the bounds of verfe, and mock the Mufc^ 

toils. 
To make the rough recital aptly xihimc, 
Pr bring the fum of Gallia.*s lofs to xhime, 
'Tis mighty hard : what Poet would ^flay 
To count the dreamers of my lord mayor's day ? 
To number all the feveral difhes dreft 
By honeft Lamb, laft coronation feaft? 
Or make Arithmetic and Epic meet. 
And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's ftylc repeat ? 

O Poet, had it been Apollo's will, 
"phat I had fhar'd a portion of thy ikill ; 
Had this poor breaft receiv'd the heavenly beam ; 
Or could I hope my verfe might reach my theme ; 
Yet, Boileau, yet the labouring Mufe ihould drive. 
Beneath the ihades of Marlborough's wreaths to livei 
Should call afpiring Gods to blefs her choice i 
And tot their favourite drains exalt her voice. 
Arms and a Qjieen to fmg ; who, great and good. 
From peaceful Thames to Danube's wondering £oo4 
Sent forth the terror of )ier high commands^ 
To fave the nations from invadbg hands, 
T9 prop fair Liberty's declining caufe, 
And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 

5 The 
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The ^«ttA tuMild dt in Wiqdfor's facccd gfovcty. 

Attended by the Gods of War and Love : 
i^JBoth Ihould with equal i»al her fnviles implore. 
To fix her joys, or to extend her power. 

Sttdd^y the Nymplis and Tritons ihoold appear 2 
And, AS great Anaa's fimles difpel their &ar. 
With a£tive dance fhould her obfervance -chum ; 
With vocal ihell ftould found her happy nane ; 
Their mailer Thamesihouid leave the aeighbouriogiboic^ 
SBy his ftrong cmchor known, and filvct oar$ 
Should Uy his en^if*ns at his fovereign's feet 1 
And audience mild with humble grace intreac 

To her, his dear defence, he diottld eoraphuAy 
That, while he blefies her indulgent reign, 
Whilft fiirtheft fees are by his fleets fvrveyki. 
And on his happy -banks each India laid ; 
His brethren Maefe, and Waal, and JLhiiie, aad Smt^ 
Feel the hard burthen of epprelTive war ; 
That Danube fcavce retains his nght&l courfe 
Againft two rebel armies neighbouring fota ; 
Aod all mxfi weep fad captives to the Seine, 
Unlefs unchain'd and freed by Britain*^ queen. > 

The valiant ibveveign^alls hergencrM fenii ; 
Neither recites her ^unty, nor his worth : 
She tells hin, he cmift Europe's fate redteniy 
And by that labour merit her cflecm i 
She bids him wait her to the facred hi^l; 
Shows him prince £dward, and the conquered Gouftt 
•Fixing the bloody crofs upon his bre»ft, 
B8ys> he muft-die^ -or fucoour the diflrefs'd ; 

Placing 
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Placing the Starnt an embletn by hU frde. 

She tells him. Virtue ann'd rtiufl conquer lawlcfs ?ride. 

The Hero bows obcdtent, and retires : 
The queen's conimand» exalt the warrior's fires. 
His fleps are to the irlent woods inolin'dy. 
The great defign revolving in his mind ; 
When to his fight a heavenly form appears : 
Her band a palm, her head a laurel We«rs. 

Me, fhe begins, the faired child* of Jovtf,. 
Below for ever fought, and bleft'd above; 
Me, the bright fource of wealth,- and power, andfiirae,. 
(Nor need I fay, Viftoria is my name j> 
Me thp great fethcr down to thee has fent ;• 
He bids me wait at thy diftinguilh'd^tcnt, 
To execute wlyit Anna-S- wilb would have s 
Her fubjeft thou, I only am her fl^vc. 

Dare then, thou much-bclov'd by fmiling Fate, 
For Annans fake, and in her name, be great :. 
Go forth, and- he to didant nations known 
My future fayouritc, and my darling fon. 
At Schelicnbergh 1 11 manifeft fuftain 
Thy glorious caufe ; and fprcad my wings again, 
Confpicuous o'er thy helm, in Blenheim's- plain.. 
The Goddcfs fatd, nor would admit reply ; 
But cut the liquid air, and gain'd tlie iky. 

His high, commif&on is through Britain knowA> 
And thronging armies to his dandard run ; 
He marches tiioughtful, and he fpeedy (ails : 
(Blefs hin^ ye feas ! and prosper him, ye gales!) 
Youli a Belg« 
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Belgia receives him welcome to her ihores ; 
And William's death with leflen'd grief deplores : 
His prefcnce only muft retrieve that lofs ; 
Marlborough to her muft be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
Recall'dy was gathered to iiis kindred gods ; 
Alcides, refpited by prudent Fate, 
Suftain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight. 

Secret and fwift behold ti\e Chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join'd, and friend to France r 
The Britiih general dooms the fight ; his fword 
Dreadful he draws ; the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George the charging hero cries : 
Shrill echo from the neighbouring wood replies 
Anne and St. George. — At that aufpicious iign 
The ftandards move j the adverfe armies join. 
Of eight great hours, Time meafures out the fands t 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance ftands : 
The ninth, Viftoria comes :— o'er Marlborough's head ^ 
Confefs'd ilie fits j the hoftile troops recede :— 
Triumphs the Goddefs, from her promife freed. 

The eagle, by the Britifh lion's might 
Unchain'd and free, dire6\s her upward fiight : 
Nor did fhe e'er with ftrongcr pinions foar 
From Tyber's bank, than now from Danube's fhore. 

Fir'd with the thoughts which thefe ideas raife. 
And great ambition of my country's praife $ 
The Englifh Mufe ihould like tlie Mantuan rife, 
Scornful of earth and clouds, fhould reach the fkies. 
With wonder (though with envy ftill) purfued by 
human eyes. 

5 But 
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But we muft change the ftyle — juft now I faid, 
I ne'er was mafter of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the fmall genms which my youth could boaft, 
In profe and bufinefs lies extinft and loft : 
Blefs'd, if I may fome younger Mufe excite 5 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That, from Marfeilles to Calais, France may know. 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too ; 
And cither laurel does in Britain grow ; 
That, though among ourfelves, with too much heat. 
We fometin\es wrangle, when we fhould debate ; 
(A confequential ill which freedom draws 5 
A bad effcft, but from a noble caufe ;) 
We can with univerfal zeal advance. 
To curb the faithlefs arrogance of France j 
l^or ever (hall Britannia's fons refufe 
To anfwer to thy Mafter or thy Mufe ; 
I»Jor want juft fubjefl: for vi£loriou$ ftrains. 
While Marlborough's arm eternal laurels gains ; 
And where old Spenfer fung, a new Elifa rei^s. 



} 



Upon this Paflage in the Scaligeriana. 

"*< Les AUemans ne ce foucient pas quel Vin ils boivent 
" pourveu que ce foit Vin, ni quel Latin ils parlent 
** pourveu que ce foit Latin." 

TXTH E N you with High-Dutch Heeren dine, 
^ ^ Expe£l falfe Latin, and ftumm'd wi^c : 
They never tafte, who always drink } 
They always talk, who never think. 

O a To 



To a CHILD of QUALITY,. 
Five Years old, 1704 ; 
Tbe A IT T H o & xhtjx Fqrty. 

I. 
T ORDS, knights, and Tquircs, the numerous band,. 
■■"^ That wear the fair "MjSs Mary's fett^rs^ 
Were fummon'd by her high command. 
To flicw their paffions by th^ir letters. 
II. 
My pen amongft the reij: I took, 

Left thofe bright eyes that cannot read 
Should dart their kindling fires, and look? 
The power they have to be obeyed. 
IIL 
Nor quality, nor repvtatipn. 

Forbid me yet my flame to tell, 
Dear five years old befriends my pafTion, 
And I may write till fhe can fpell. 
IV. 
For, while fhe makes her filk-wocm^ beds 

With all the tender things I fwcar ; 
Whilft all the houfe my paifioa rcads^ 
In pajpext round her baby's hair ; 
Y. 
She may receive and own my flame, 

For, though the ftri6beft prudes fliould know itf 
She '11 pafs for a moft virtuous dame, 
And I for an unhappy poet. 

VL Then 
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VI. 
fheii tdo, Hlw ? Avticft (he Ihall ttkr 

The lines fome jraunger riral fends ; 
* She '11 give me leave to write, I fear, 

Afid we ihall fUU contlhiie friends. 

vir. 

For, as our d^erent age« rnove^ 

'Tis fo ordam'd, (would Fate but mend it !) 
That I ftall be paft imdciiig lore. 

When ihe be^n$ to <U>mprehettd ic. 
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I. 

'T* H £ fturdy Man, if he m love obtains, 
"*• In open pomp arid triumph rei^s : 
The fubtile Woman, if Ihe ihould fuccced, 
DilbwDfi the honour of the deed. 

IT. 

Though He, for all his boift, is forc'd t<3l yi«d> 
Though ^c can always keep the field : 
He vaunts his conquefls, ibe conceals ker fliamc i 
How Partial is the voice of Fame ! 



6. i For 
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For the PLAN of a FOUNTAIN, 

ON WHICH IS 

The Effigies of the Queen on a Triumphal Arch ; 
The Figure of the Duke of Marlborough beneath; 

AND 

The cluef Rivers of the World rotind the whole WorH^ 

XT' E a6live ftreams, where-e*er your waters flow, 
*'- Let diflant climes and furthdft nations kno^v. 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught. 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlborough fought* 

Quaecunque a&terno properatis, flumina, lapfu^ 
Divifis late terris, populifque remotis, 
Bicite, nam vobis Timefis nanravit & Ifter, 
Anna quid imperiis potuit^ quid Marlburus armis* 

THE CAME LEO N* 

A S the Cameleon, who is known 
•*^ To have no colours of his own j 
But borrows from his neighbour's hue 
His white or black, his green or blue ; 
And flruts as much in ready light. 
Which credit gives him upon fight. 
As if the rain- bow were in tail 
Settled on him ^dhis heirs male ; 
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So the young fquire, when firft he comes 
From country fchool to Will's or Tom'S| 
And equally, in truth, is fit 
To be a ftatefman, or a wit ; 
Without one notion of his own. 
He faunters wildly up and down. 
Till fome acquaintance, good or bad. 
Takes notice of a ftaring lad, 
Admits him in among the gang ; 
They jeft, reply, difpute, harangue : 
He zdis and talks, as they befriend him, 
Sraear'd with the colours which they lend him. 

Thus, merely as his fortune chances, 
His merit or his vice advances. 

If haply he the fc6t purfues, 
That read and comment upon news ; 
He takes up their myfterious face ; 
He drinks his coflFce without lace ; 
This w?ek his mimic tongue runs o'er 
what they have faid the week before j 
His wifdom fets a'l Europe right. 
And teaches Marlborough when to fight. 

Or if it be his fate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth than wit j . 
He loves cheap port, and double bub j 
And fettles in the Hum-drum club : 
He learns how (locks will fall or rife 5 
Holds poverty the greateft vice ; 
Thinks wit the bane of converfation ; 
And fays that learning fpoils a nation. 

O 4 But 
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But if, at 6rfty he minds his hits, 
And drinks champaign among die wits ; 
Five deep he toafls the towering lafTes { 
Repeats you verfes wrote on glaflcs 5 
Is in the chair ; prefcribes the law ; 
And lies with thofe he never faw. 



MERRY ANDREW. 

^ L Y Merry Andrew, the laft South\vark-fair *\ 
*^ ( At Barthbl-mew he did not niuch appear, K 

So pcevifli was the edift of the mayor) ; J 

At Southwark therefore, as his tricks he 'fhoWd, 
To pleafe our mafters, and his friends the croud j 
A.huge neat's-tongue he in his right-hand held. 
His left was with a good Wack-pxidding fi'ird. 
With a grave look,* in this odd equipage. 
The clownifli mimic traveifes the flage. 
Why how now, Andrew ! cries his brc ther droTl j 
To-day's conceit, methihks, is fomething dull : 
Come on, fir, to otir worthy friends explain. 
What does your emblematic worfhip mean ? 
Quoth Andrew, Honeft Englifh let us fpeak : 
Your emble-(what d* ye call *r) is heathen Greek. 
To tongue or pudding thou haft no pretence : 
Learning thy talent is, but mine is fcnfe. 
That bufy fool I was, which thou art now; 
Defirous to correft, not knowing how ; 
With-vcry good defign, but little wit, 
BlaQaiflg'er;pFaifiAgdiingSy as I thcH^^ht iSt« 

I for 
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1 for this conduct had what I defervM ; 
And, dealing honeftly, was almoll ftarv'd. 
But, thanks to my indulgent flan, I eat ; 
Since I have found tlie fecret to b« great. 
•O, deareft Andrew, fays the humble <lrolI, 
Henceforth may I oi)ey» and thou control i 
Provided thou impart thy ufeful Ikill. — . 
Bow then, /ays Andrew j and, for once, I will. *-• 
Be of your pataroo'^ min(^, whate'«f he fays ; 
Sleep very much ; think little ;. and talk lefs :. 
Mind neitlver good nor bad, nor right nor wrong; 
But eat your pudding, flave j and hold your tongue. 

A re vc read prelate ftopt his coach and iix^ 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks. 
But, when he heard him give this golden rule. 
Drive on (he cried)i this fellow is no fool. 



A SIM I L E. 

T^EAR Thomas, didfir thou never pop 
•^^ Thy head iftto a tin-trran*s ihdp ? 
There,' Thomas, didft thou fievcr ftc 
('Tis but by wary of fimile) 
A fquirrel fpend his little rage, 
In jufBpiTig rofund a rowling cage ; 
The cage, as either fide turn*d up, 
Striking a' ring of bells at top? — 

Mov'd in the orb, pleas'd with thfe chim'<ff. 
The fooliih't]fofl(ture- thinks he eUmbs: 

* >Bdt 



tot P R I O R'S POEMS. 

But here or there, turn wood or wire. 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with thofe merry blades. 
That friik it under Pindus' ihades. 
In noble fong, and lofty odes. 
They tread on ftars, and talk with gods ; 
Still dancing in an airy round. 
Still pleased with their own verfes' found j 
Brought back, how fail foe*er they go. 
Always afpiring, always low. 



THEFLIES^ 

O AY, fire of infects, mighty Sol, 

•^ (A fly upon the chariot-pole 

Cries out) what blue-bottle alive 

Did ever with fuch fury drive ? 

Tell, Belzebub, great father, tell, 

(Says t'other, perch'd upon the wheel) 

Did ever any mortal fly 

Raife fuch a cloud of duft as I ? 

My judgement turn'd the whole debate : 
My valour fav'd the finking ftate. 
So talk two idle buzzing things ; 
Tofs up their heads, and ftretch their wings. 
But, let the truth to light be brought. 
This neither fpoke, nor t'other fought : 
No naerit in their own behaviour : 
Both rais'd, but by their pany's favour. 



From 
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From the GREEK. 

f^ R E AT Bacchus, born in thunder and in fire» 
^^ By native heat aflerts his dreadful fire. 
Nourilh^d near ihady rills and cooling dreams. 
He to the nymphs avows his amorous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral fays j mix water with your wine. 



EPIGRAM. 

TT^RANK carves very ill> yet will palm all the-; meats j 
■*• He eats more than fix, and drinks more than he catf- 
Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokcs; 
And feafons his whififs with impertinent jokes*. 
Yet fighing, he fays, we mufl certainly break ; 
And my cruel unkindnefs compels him to fpeak j 
For gf late I invite him — but four times a week. 



A 



ANOTHER. 

'"W^ O John I ow*d great obligation ; 
•*• But John unhappily thought fit. 
To publiih it to all the nation : 
Sure John and I are more than quit^ 



A N O. 



99^. 4^1110 It's POBM^I. 

A N O T H E R. 

"^^E S, every poet is a fool, 
-*• By demonftration Ned can fhow it. 
Happy, could Ned*s inverted rule 
Prove every fool to be a poet, 

ANOTHER. 

' 'Tp H Y nags/ the leaneft things alive ! 
"*" So very hard thou lov*ft to drive ; 
I heard thy anxious coach-man fay, 
It cofl thee more ift whips, than hay. 

To a Pcrfoh who tvrote III, and fpoke Worfe 

f againll Me. 

Jt YE, Pfailo, mitoach'd, on my petceabk flielf ; 
* J-' Nor take it «mifs, that fo little I heed thee : 
1 1 've no envy to thee, and fome love to myfelf : 

Then why ihou^td lanfwer ; fince firft I muft read 
thee? 

Drunk with Helicon's waters and double-breii^'d tiub^ 

Be a lir.guift, a poet, a critic, a wagj 
To the folid delight of thy well-judging club. 

To the damage alone of thy bookfeller Brag. 

*Pttr^ 
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Purfue roe with fatire : what harm is there in 't > 
But from all viva voce reflexion forbear : 

There can be no <la«ger from what thoo fbalt print : 
There may be a. link from what thou may'ft fwcar* • 

On the fame Perfon. 

T TT'H I L E, fafler than his coftive brain indites, 

^ Philo's quick haiMJi in flowing letwrs- wrifite.t,- 
His cafe appears to me like honed Teague's, . 
When he was run away with by hi^ legs. 
Phoebus, give Philo o'er himfelf command i 
Quicken his fenfes, or reflrain his hand ; 
L^C him be kept from paper, pen, and inl^^ 
So may he ceafe to write, and learn to tliinlR. 

** Quid fit futurum eras fuge quaererc — ^ 

T^ O R what to-morrow fhall difclofe, 

May fpoil what you to-night propofc : 
England mary chaage ; or Cloe ilray : 
Love and life are for to-day. 

A Ballad of the Notbrowne Mayde, 
Written three hundred years fince *. 

A. 

T> E it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among on women i 
-*-^ do complayne ; 

Affyrmynge this, how that it is a kbow fpent in vayne, • 

Ta 
♦ So Prior, — FIrft printed about 1521, fays CafeL 
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To love them wcle ; for never a dele thy lore a ma« 

agayne : 
For late a man do what he can, thcyr favour to attayne. 
Yet, y£ a ncwe do tliem purfue, theyr fyrft true lov«r 

than 
LaboUreth for nought; for from her thought he is 

a banyfhed man. 

B. 
I fay nat, nay, but that all day it is bothe writ and fayd. 
That womens fayth is, as who fayth, all utterly de- 
cayed : 
But, ncverthelefle, ryght good wytncfle in this cafe 

might be layed, 
That they love true, and continue; recorde the not- 

browne-mayde; 
Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her to 

make his mone, 
Wolde nat depart j for in her hart flie loved but hym 

alone. 

A. 
Than betwayneus late us dyfcus what was all tlie 

• manere 
Betwayne them two ; we wyll alfo tell all the payne, 

and fere, 
That Ihe was in : nowe I begyn, fo that ye me an- 

fwSrej — 
Wherfore, all ye, that prefent be, I pray you gyve an 

• «re : — ^ 
I am the knyght ; I come by nyglit, as fecret as I can ; 
Sayiage, Alas^ thus ftandeth the cafe, I am a banyihed 

man. 

B. And 
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B. 

And I your wyll for to fulfyll in this wyll nat rcfufe ; 
Truilyngt to flicwe in wordcs fcwe, that men have. anT 

yll ufe 
(To theyr own ihame) women to blame, and cau&lddd. 

them accufe : 
Therfor<i to you I anfwerc nowe, all women to cx-T 

cufe, — 
Myne owne hart dere, with you what chcre ? I pray you, 

tell anone; • , „^ r 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but yom 

alpne. 

A. 
It ftandeth fo; a dede is do^ whereof greteharme ihaU* 

growe : 
My deftiny is for to dy a fliamefull deth, I trowe j ■*' 
Or elles to fle : the one muft be ; none other way I 

knowe, \ 

But to withdrawe as an outlawe, -and take me to my-- 

bowe. 
Wherfore, adue, my owne hart true ! none other rede 

Lean; . • *• 

For I mud to the grene wode go, alone, a banyihed 

man. r 

B. 
O Lorde; what is this worldys blyfle, that chaungeth* 

as the mone ! 
The fomers day in lufty Mat is derkcd before the J 
none. — 

I here 



4oa P R I O R/S P O E M Si 

I here you fay, farewell j Nay, nay, we depart not fo 

ibne: 
Why iky ye &>? whedei wyH ye go^ ahs^ what lunr* 

ye done ? 
JUL m^ welfare to ibrowe and cait flioldfr ehaungty. yf 

ye were gone 5 
'BaCf 'm my myndo, of all mankynde I love but yoo. 

alone. 

A, 
I can beleve, it fhall you greve, and fbmwiiat you 

dyftraync : 
But, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde within a Afty or 

twayne 
SfaH fone aflake ; and ye ihall take coqafort to yom 

agayne. 
Why ikolde ye ought > for, to make thought^ youf 

labour were in vayne. 
And thus I do; and pray you to, as hartely. as Lean ; 
Par I muft to the gisae wode go,, alone, » basyflMsd 

man. 

B. 

Now, fyth that ye have fhewed to me the fecrct of 'your 

myudc, 
I fhall be playne to you agayne, lyke as yefhaH me 

fynde : 
Syth it is fo that ye wyll go, I wolle oor levr bew 

hynde ; 
Skall it never be fayd,. the^ notbrowfie mayd was to he» 

love unkjmdc : 

Make 
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"Make you redy\- for fo am I, although it were anone; 
For, in my mynde, of all xnankynde I love but you 
alone. 

A. 
Yet I you rede to taike good hcde what men wyll tbynkc 

and fay : 
'Of yonge and olde it ihall be tolde, that ye be gone 

away: 
Your wanton wyll for to fulfill, in grene wode you to 

play J 
And that ye myght from your delyght no lenger make 

delay: 
Rather than ye fholde thus for me be called an yll 

woman, 
Yet wolde J to the grene wode gOj alone, a banyfhed 

man. 

B. 
Though it be fonge of olde and yonge, that I iholde be 

to blame, 
Theyrs be tlie charge that fpeke fo large in hurtynge of 

my name : 
'For I wyll prove, that faythfuU love it is devoyd of 

ibame ; 
In your dyftrefle, and hevynefle, to part wyfh you, the 

fame ; 
To flievve all tho that do nat fo, true lovers are they 

none: 
Tor, in my mynde, of all noankynde I love but you 

alone. 
Vol. L P A. I 
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A. 
I counceyle you, remember howe it is no maydeitt 

lawe, 
]^otliyngc to dout, but to renne out to wode with an 

•outlawe : 
For ye muft there in your hand here a bowc, rcdy to 

dravve ; 
And, as a thcfe, thus mufl you lyve, ever in drede and 

awe ; 
Wherby to you grete harme myght growe : yet had I 

lever than. 
That I had to the grcne wode go, alone, a banyfhcd 

■man. 

B. 
I fay nat, nay, but as ye fay, it is no maydens lore 7 
But love may make mc, for your fake, as I have fayd 

before. 
To come on fote, to hunt, and (bote, to get us mete -ia 

ftore ; 
For fo that I your company may have, I alke no more : 
From which to part, it maketh my hart as colde as ony 

flone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
For an outlawe, this is the lavvc, — that men hym ta"ke 

and bynde ; 
Without pyte, hanged to be, and waver with tlie wyndc. 

Y£ 
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Yf I had neede, (as God forbedc!) what focours coude" 

ye fynde ? 
For fothe I trowc, ye and your bowe for fere wolde 

drawe behynde : 
And no mervayle ; for lytell avayle were in your coun- 

ceyle than : 
Wherfore 111 to tlie grene wode go, alone, a banyfiied 

man. 

B. 
RigJit wcle knowe ye, that women be but feble for to 

fyght; 
Ko womanhede it is, indede, to be bolde as a knyglit : 
Yet, in fuch fere yf that ye were with enemyes day 

and night, 
I wolde withflande, with bowe in hande, to helpe you 

with my myght. 
And you to fave ; as women have from deth many a 

one; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone, 

A. 

Yet take good hede j for ever I drede that ye coude nat 

fuftayne 
The tliornie wayes, the depe valeies, tlie fnowc, the 

froft, the rayne. 
The colde, the hete : for, dry, or wete, we muft lodge 

on the playne 5 
And, us above, none other rofe but a brake, bufli, or 

twayne : 

P z Which 
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Wliich fone ftolde greve you, I beleve ; and ye wolde 

gladly than 
That I had to the grene wode go, alone, a ban3rihed 

man. 

B. 

5yth I have here been partyn^re with you of joy aad 

biyflc, 
I muft alfo parte of your wo endure, as refon is r 
Yet am I fure of one picsurc; and, Ihortely, it is this>— - 
That, where yc be, me femeth, pardi, I coudc not fire 

amyflV. 
Without more fpcche, I you befcchc that wc were 

Ihortely gone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 

Yf ye goo thydcr, ye muft confider,— whan yc have lufl 

to dyne. 
There (hall no mete, be for to gcte, neytlier here, ale, 

ne wyne j 
Ne flietes clenc to lye bctwene, maden of thrcdc and 

twyne ; 
Kone other houfe, but leves and bowcs, to cover youc 

hcd and myne : 
O myne hart fwete, this cvyll dyetc fholdc make you pala 

and wan ; 
Wherfore I'll to the grene wode go, alone, a banyihed 

man. 

B. AmoDge 
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B. 
Amonge the wylde dere, fuch an arch^re as men fay 

that ye be, 
May ye nat fayle of good vitayle, where is fo gretc 

plente : 
And water clere of the ryvere fhall be full fwete to me j 
With which in hele I fhall ryght wcle endure, as yc 

fhall fee : 
And, or we go, a bedde or two I can provyde anone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 

Lo yet, before, ye mud do more, yf ye wyll go widb 

me : 
As cut your here above your ere, your kyrtel above 

the kne j 
With bowe in handc, for to withflande your enemyes, 

yf nede be : 
And, this fame nyght, before day-lyght, to wode»warde 

wyll I fie. 
Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill, do it fhortly as ye can ; 
Els wyll I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 

man. 

B. 

I fhall as nowe do more for you than longeth to wo« 

manhedc ; 
To fhorte my l>cre, A bow to here, to fhotc in tyme of 

ncde : — . 

P 3 O 
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O my fwctc mother, before all other for you I have 

moft drede : 
But nowc, adue ! I muft enfue where fortune doth me 

lede. -^ 
All this make ye : nowe let us fle ; the day cometh faft 

upon } 
For, in my mynde, of all mankyndc I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
J^^ay, nay, nat fo ; ye fhal nat go, and I fliall tell you 

why, — 
Your appetyght is to be Ivght of love, I wcle cfpy : 
For, lykc as ye have fayed to me, in Jyke wy fc hardely 
Ye woKle anfwere, whofoever it were, in way of com- 
pany. 
It is fayd of oldc, — fonc bote, fonc coldc ; and fo is a 

woman : 
For I muft to the grcne wode go, alone, a banyf&ed 

man. 

B. 
Yf ye take hcde, it is no nede fuch wordcs to fay by mc; 
For oft vc prayed, and longc allayed, or I you loved, 

pardc : 
And tliough that I of aunceftry a barons daughter be. 
Yet have vou proved howe I you loved, a fcjuycr of lowc 

dcgrc} 
And ever fiiall, whatfo befall ; to dy therefore anone ; 
For, in my myndc, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. A 
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A.. 
A barons chyldc vo be begyUle ! it were a curfed' dedfe r 
To be felawe with an outlawe ! Almighty God for- 

bede ! 
Yea, beter were, the pore fquyere alone to foreft 

yede. 
Than ye fholde fay another day, that by that curfed 

dede 
Ye were betrayed : wherforcy good mayd, the bell rede . 

that I car. 
Is, that I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhcd man. 

B. 
Whatever befall, I never fhall of this thyng you up- 

brayd : 
But yf ye go, and Icvc me fo, than have ye me betrayed* 
Remember you wele howe that ye dele j for, yf ye be 

as ye fayd. 
Ye were unkynde, to leve behynde, your love, the 

notbrowne mayd. 
Truft me truly , that I fhall dy fone after ye be gone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
Yf that ye went, ye fholdc repent; for in the forefb 

nowe 
I have purvayed me of a mayd,. whom I love more than 

youi 
Another fayrtre than ever ye were, 1 dare it wele 

avowe ; 
And of you bothe echc ihokie be wrothe with otlier, as 

I trowe : 

P4 It 
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it were myne cfe, to lyvc in pefc ; fo wyll I, yf I can;. 

lYherfore I to the wode wyll go, alone, a banyihed 



B. 

Though in the wode I undyrftotle yc had a paramour. 
All this may nought remove my thought, but that II 

vnH be your : 
And (he fhall fynde me foft, and kynde, and courteys 

every hour 5 
Glad to fulfyll all that fhe wyll commaunde me, to my. 

power : 
For had ye, lo, an hundred mo, yet wolde I be that 

one ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 

Myne own dere love, I fe the prove that yc be kynde, . 

and true j 
Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe, the beft that ever 

I knewe. 
Be mery and glad, be no more fad, the cafe is chaungcd 

newe ; 
For it were nithe, that, for your truthe, ye fholde haye 

caufe to rewe : 
Be nat difmayed ; whatfoevcr I fayd to you, whan I 

l)egan, 
I wyll not to the grene wode go, I am no banyihed 

man. 

B. Thcfc 
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B. 
Tliefe tydings be more gladder to mc than to be made a 

quene, 
Yf I were fure they flioldc endure : but it is often fenc. 
Whan men wyll breke promyfe, they fpeke the wordes 

on the fplene : 
Ye ihape feme wyle, me to begyle, and iblefiroai me,. 

I wene : 
Than were the cafe worfe than it was, and I more wo- 

begone ; 
For, in my mynde^ of all mankynde I love but you- 

alone. 

B. 
Ye ihall nat nede further to drede ; I will not dyfparage 
You, (God defende !) fyth you defccnd of. fo grete a 

lynage. 
Nowe underftande, —to Weftmarlande, wliich is myne 

herytage, 
I wyll you bringe ; and with a rynge, by way of ma« 

ryage 
I wyll you take, and lady make, as ihortely as I can : 
Thus have ye won an erlys fon, and not a banylhed; 

man. 

B. 
Here may ye fe,.that women be, in love, meke, kynde^, 

and fbble : 
Late never man reprove them than, ..••..,.,,. 
But, rather, pray God, that w<e may to them be com- 
fortable. 
Which fometyme proved fuch a$ hs bred, yf they bk* 

charytable. 

For. 



1 
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Forfoth, men wokle that women fliolde be meke to 

them ech one ; 
Mochc more ought they to God obey, and fcrv« but 

hym alone. 



HENRY AND EMMA, 

A P O E M, 

Upon the Model of the Nut-brown Maid. 

To C L O E. 

rr^H OU, to whofe eyes 1 bend, at whofe command 
-*■ (Thouiih low my voice, though artlcl's be my hand) 
I take the fprightly reed, and fing, and play ; 
Carclefs of what the ccnfuri::g world may fay : 
Bright Cloc, ol>jccl of my conftant vow, 
"Wilt thou a while unbend thy fcrious brow ? 
Wilt thou with plcafurc hear thy lover's ftrains, • 
And with one heavenly fmilc o'crpay his pains ? 
!No longer fliall the Nut-brown Maid be old ; 
Though fmce he; youth three hurdred years have rollM: 
At thy deiirc, (be fhall again be rais'd ; 
And her reviving charms in lading vcife be prais'd. 

No longer man of woman (hall complain. 
That he may love, and not be lov'd as^ain : 
That we in vain the fickle lex purluc, 
Who change the conftant lover for the new. 

What^ 
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Wliatcver has been writ, whatever faid. 
Of female paflion feign'd, or faith decayed : 
Henceforth {hall in my verfc refuted Hand, 
Be faid to winds, or writ upon the fand. 
And, while my notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer'd love and ever- during flame; 
O faircll of the fex ! be thou my Mufe : 
Deign on my work thy influence to difFufe. 
Let me partake the bleflings I rehear fe^ 
And grant me, Love, the jufl reward of verfe ! 
As Beauty's potent queen, with every grace 
That once was Emma's, has adorn'd thy facej 
And as. her fon has to my bofom dealt 
That conftant flame, which faithful Henry felt ; 
O let the (lory with thy life agree : > 

Let men once more the bright example fee ; r 

What Emma was to him, be thou to mc. •* 

Nor fend me by tliy frown from her I love, 
Diftant and fad, a banifli'd man to rove. 
But oh ! with pity long-intreated crown 
My pains and hopes; and, when thou fay'ft that one 
Of all mankind tliou lov'ft, oh! think on me alone. 



} 



WHERE l)eauteous Ids and her hufljand Tame 
With mingled waves for ever flow the fame. 
In times of yore an ancient baron liv*d ; 
Great gifts bcflow'd, and great refpeft receiv'd. 

When dreadful Edward with fucccfsful care 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic war; 

TIus 
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This lord had headed his appointed bands. 
In firm allegiance to his king's commands ; 
And (all due honours faithfully dif charged) 
Had brought back his paternal coat enlarged 
With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil. 
And no inglorious part of foreign fpoiL 

From the loud camp retired and noify court. 
In honourable eafe and rural fport, 
The remnant of his days he fafely paft ; 
Nor found they lagged too flow, nor flew too faft* 
He made his wifh with his cftatc comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter chafte and fair. 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma; for the beauteous dame^ 
Who gave the Virgin birth, had borne tlic namer 
The name th* indulgent father doubly lov*d j 
For in the child tlie mother's charms improv'd. 
Yet as, when little round his knees ihe play'd. 
He call'd her oft' in fport his Nut-brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word 
(As flill they plcafe, who imitate their lord) j 
Ufage confirm'd what fancy had begun j 
The mutual terms around the lands were known ; 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one. 

As' with her ftature, flill her charms increas'd j 
Through all the ifle her beauty was confiffs'd. 
Oh ! what perfe6Hons mud that Virgin fhare. 
Who faireft is cftcem'd, where all arc fair ! 

From 



} 



PRIOR'S POEMS. ist 

From diftant fliires repair the noble youth. 

And find rcpon for once had leiTen'd truth. 

By wonder firft, and then by paffion mor'd. 

They came j they faw ; they marvePd ; and they lov'd* 

By public prafes, and by fecret fighs, 

Each own'd the general power of Emma's eyes. 

In tihs and tournaments the valiant fbrovc, 

By glorious deeds to purchafe Emma's love. 

In gentl^e verfe the witty told their flame. 

And graced their choiceft fongs with Emma's name. 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ t 

Ufclefs their ftrength, and impotent their wit. 

<5reat Venus only muft direft the dart. 

Which elfe will never reach the fair-one's heart, 

Spight of th' attempts of force, and foft efFefts of art. j 

Great Venus muft prefer the happy one : 

In Henry's caufe her fa\-our muft be Ihown : 

And Emma, c^ mankind, muft love but him alone. 

While thefe in pubHc to the caftle came. 
And by their grandeur juftified their flame ; 
More fecret ways the careful Henry takes j 
His fquires, his arms, and equipage forfakes : 
In borrow'd name and faMc attire array'd. 
Oft' he finds means to fee the beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntfinan's habit dreik, 
Henry on foot purfucs the bounding bcaft. 
In his right hand his beechen pole he bears : 
And graceful at hie^fidc his horn he wears. 
Still to the glade, where flie has bent ncr way, 
Wick knowing ikill he drives the future prey ; 

Bids 



.} 
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Bids her decline the hill, and ihun the brake ; 
And fliews the path her deed may fafeft take ; 
Direfts her fpear to fix. the glorious wound ; 
Pleas'd in his toils to have her triumph crown'd; 
And blows her praifes in no common found. 

A falconer Henry is, when Emma hawks ^ 
With her of tarfcls and of lures he talks. 
Upon his wrift the towering merlin ftands, 
Praftis'd to rife, and (loop at her commands. 
And when iuperior now the bird has flown. 
And headlong brought the tumbling quarry down 5 
With humble reverence he accofts the fair. 
And with the honoured feather decks her hair. 
Yet ftill, as from the fportivc field flie goes. 
His down-caft eye reveals his inward woes j 
And by his look and forrow is expreft, 
A nobler game purfued than bird or bead. 

A ihcphcrd now along the plain he roves ; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighbouring fwains around the flrangcr thronj 
Or to admire, or emulate his fong : 
While with foft forrow he renews his lays, 
Nor heedfitl of their envy, nor their praife. 
But, foon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain. 
His notes he raifes to a nobler drain. 
With dutiful refpe6l and dudious fear ; 
ied any carclefs found offend her ear, 

A frantic Gipfcy now, the houfe he haunts,. 
And in wild phrafes fpeaks difTembled wants. 

\[ 
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With the fond maids in pahniftry he deals : 

They tell the fecret firft, which he reveals j 

Says who fliall wed, and who (hall be beguiPd ; 

What groom ihall get, and fquhre maintain the child. 

But, when bright Emma would her fortune know, 

A fofter look unbends his opening brow j 

With trembling awe he gazes on her eye. 

And in foft accents forms the kind reply ; 

That Ihe fhall prove as fortunate as fair ; 

And Hymen's choiceft gifts are all referv*d for her. 

Now oft* liad Henry chang'd his fly difguife, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Emma's eyes j 
Oft' had found means alone to fee the dame. 
And at her feet to breathe his amorous flame ; 
And oft' the pangs of abfcnce to remove 
By letters, foft interpreters of love : 
Till Time and Induftry (the mighty two 
That bring our wiflies nearer to our view) 
Made him perceive, tl\at the inclining fair 
Receiv'd his vows with no reluftant ear; 
That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign. 
And dealt to Emma's heart a fliare of Henry's ptaxu 

While Cupid fmil'd, by kind occafion blefs'd. 
And, with the fecret kept, the love increas'd ; 
The amorous youth frequents the filent groves j 
And much he meditates, for much he loves. 
He loves : 'tis true ; and is belov'd again : 
Great are his joys : but will they long remain ? 
£mma with fmiles receives his prefent flame ; 
But, fmiling, will flie ever be tlie fame ? 

Beautiful 
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Beautiful looks are niPd by fickle mind» i 

And fummer foas are tum'd by fudden wincb. 

Another Love may gaiii her eafy youth : 

Time changes thought ; and flattery conquers truth* 

O impotent eftate oE human life ! 
Where Hope and Fear maintain eternal ftrifis i 
Where fleeting joy does lailing doubt infpire ; 
And moft we qudtion, :what we. moft defire I 

. Amongft thy various gifts, great Heaven, beflow 

I Our cup of Love unmix'd ; forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in ; nor pall the draught 

'With naufeous grief: for our ill-judging thougfac 

:Hardly enjoys the pleafurable tafte ; 

•X)r deems it not ^cere $ orfears it cannot laft. 

With wifhes rais'd, with jealoufies opprefl^ 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breafl) 
By one great trial he relblvcs to prove 
The faith of woman, and the force of love. 
If fcanning Emaia's virtues he may- find 
That beauteous frame indole a fieady^^ mind^ 
He '11 fix his hope, of future joy fecore ; 
And hire a Have to Hymcn^s happy power. 
But if the fair-one, as he ^ears, is frail ; ^ 

If, pois*d aright in Reafon's equal fcale, \ 

Light fly her merit, and her faults prevail ; J 

.His mind he vows to free from amorous carCf 
The latent mifchief from his heart to tear, 
Refume his azure arms, and fliiiie again in war* 
South of the cafUe in a verdant glade 

Jl fpreadiog boech extends her finendly ihade i 

3 Here 



I 



PRIOR'S POEMS. 12S 

Here oft* the Nymph his breathing vows had heard t 
Here oft' her (ilence had her heart declared. 
As a£Hvc fpring awak'd her infant buds. 
And genial life inform'd the verdant woods 5 
Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 
Had half exprefs'd and half conceal'd his flame 
Upon this tree : and, as the tender mark 
Grew with the year, and widen'd with the bark, 
Venus had heard the virgin's foft addrcfs. 
That, as the wound, the pailion might increafc. 
As potent Nature fhcd her kindly ihowers, 
And deck'd the various mead with opening flowers 5 
Upon this tree the Nymph's obliging caie 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair ; 
Which as with gay delight tlie lover found, 
Pleas'd with hrs conqueft, with her prcfent crown'd, 
Glorious through all the plains he oft' had gone. 
And to each Swain the myftic honour ihown ; 1 

The gift ftill prais'd, tlie giver ftill unknown, J 

His fecret note the troubled Henry writes ; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites : 
Imperfeft words and dubious terms exprefs. 
That unforefeen mifchance diflurb'd his peace 5 
That he muft fomething to her ear commend, 
On which her conduft and his life depend. 

Soon as the fair-one had the note receiv'd, 
The remnant of the day alone ihe griev'd : 
For different this from every former note. 
Which Venus didkatcd, and Henry wrote j 

Vol. I. Q^ WHiicIi 
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Wlucli told hef all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear bofom of his Nut-brown Maid ; 
Which always blefs'd her eyes, and own'd her jx>w 
And bid her oft' adieu, yet added more. 
Ts^ow night advanc'd. The houfe in fleep were laic 
The nurfe experienc'd, and the prying maid ; 
At laft that fpritc, which does inceiTant haunt 
The Lover's fteps, the ancient Maiden-aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 
With quicken'd pace repairing forced delay ; 
For Love, fantaftic power, that is afraid 
To ftir abroad till watchfulncfs be laid. 
Undaunted then o'er cliffs and valleys ftrays, 
And leads his votaries fafc through pathlefs ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes (hall find 
Where Cupid goes ; though he, poor guide! is bli 

The Maiden firfl arriving, fcnt her eye 
To a(k, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear and with defire, witli joy and pain, 
She fees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh ! his (leps proclaim no lover's hade : 
On the low ground his fix'd regards are call ; 
His artful l)ofom heaves diflcmbled fighs ; 
And tears fubom'd fall copious from his eye?. 

With eafe, alas ! we credit what we love : 
His painted grief does real forrow move 
In the aiHi6^ed fair ; adown her check 
1 rickhng the genuine tears their current break $ 
Attentive (Vood the mournful Nymph : the Man 
Broke filence firil : the tale alternate ran. 

HIN 



} 



PRIOR'S POEMS. 227 

Henry. 
SINCERE, O tell me, haft thou felt a pain, 
F.mma, beyond what woman knows to feign? 
lias thy uncertain bofom ever ftrove 
With the firft tumults of a real love? 
ITafl thou now dreaded, and now bleft his fway. 
By turns averfe, and joyful to obey ? 
Thy virgin foftnefs haft thou e'er bewail'd; 
As Reafon yielded, and as Love prevailed ? 
And wept the potent God's reftftlefs dart, 
His killing pleafurc, his ecftatic fmart, 
And heavenly poifon thrilling throuf^h thy heart? 
If fo with pity view my wretched ftatc ; 
At leaft deplore, and tlien forget my fate : 
To fome more happy Knight referve thy charras; 
Bv Fortune favoured, and fuccefsful arms : 
And only^ as 'the fun's revolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day. 
Permit one %h, and fct apart one tear, 
To an alwmdon'^ exile's endlefs care. 
For me, alas ! out-caft of human race, 
Love's anger only waits, and dire difgracc ; 
For lo ! thefe hands in murther are imbrued ; 
Thefe trembling feet by Jufticc are purfucd : 
Faf^e calls aloud, and haftens me away ; 
A (hamcful death attends my longer ftay ; 
And 1 this night muft fly from thee and lore, 
Cnndc-mn'd in lonely woods, a banifhM man, to rove. 
Q^a Emma 
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Emma. 

What is our blifs, that chatigcfh with the mocMi ^ 
And day of life, that darkens ere th noon ? 
What is trne pafTion, if unblefl it dies ? 
And where is Emma*s joy, if Henry flies ? 
If love, aVas f be pain ; the pain 1 bear 
No thought can figure, and no tongue deckre. 
Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falfc one feign*d^ 
The flames which long have in my bofom rcign'd r 
The God of Love himfclf inhabits there, 
With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care. 
His complement of ftorcs, and total war. 

D ! ceafe then coFdly to fufpeft my love ; 
And let my deed at lead my faith approve. 
Alas ! no youth (hall my endearments Ihare j 
Nor day nor night fhall interrupt my care; 
No future ftory fliall with truth upbraid 
The cold indifference of the Nut-brown Maid r 
Nor to hard banifliment fhall Henry run ; 
While carclefs Emma fleeps on beds of down. 
View rac refblv'd, wherc-e'er thou lead'ft, to go> 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe ; 
For I atreft: fair Venus and her fon, 
That I, of all mankind, will love but thee alone. 
Henry. 

T,et prndcnce yet obHruft thy venturous way; 
And take good heed, v/hat men will think and fay : 
Thai beauteous Emma vaji^rant courfes took; 
Her father's houfc and livil life forfftok ; 

That, 
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That, full of youthful blood, and fond of man. 
She to the wood-land with an exile ran. 
Refleft, that leflbn'd fame is ne'er: regained ; 
And virgin honour, once, is always ftain'd : 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil Ihun : 
Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 
Ko penance can abfolve our guilty fame ; 
Nor tears, that wafh out iin, can waih out fliamo. 
Then flv the fad effects of defperate love j 
And leave a banifh'd man through lonely woods to vovt* 
Emma. 
Let Emma's haplcfs cafe be falfely told 
By the ra(h young, or the ill-natur'd old : 
Let every tongue its various cenfures chufe ; 
Abfolve with .coldnefs, or witli fpite accufe : 
Fair Truth at lafl her radiant beams will raife ; 
And Malice vanquiih'd heightens Virtue's praife. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight; 
O ! let my prefence make thy travels light i 
And potent Venus fhall exalt my name. 
Above the rumours of ccnforious- Fame ; 
Nor from that bufy Demon's rcftlcfs power 
Will evci; Emma other grace implore, 
Than that this truth fhould to the world be known. 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone, 

HENiiy. 
• But canft thou wield tlic fword, and bend tlie bow ? 
With a6live force repel the fturdy foe ? 
When the loud tumult fpeaks the battle nigh, 
And wineed deaths in whiflUng arrows fiy ; 

*Q^3 Wilt 
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Wilt tliou, though wounded, yet undaunted iVay^, 
Perform thy part, and (hare the dangerous day > 
Then, as thy ftrength decays, thy heart will fail. 
Thy limhs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale; 
With truitlefs forrow, thou, inglorious maid. 
Wilt weep thy fafcty by thy love betray 'd : 
Then to thy friend, !>y foes o*er-chargM, deny 
Thy little ufelefs aid, and coward fly i 
Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee love 
A banifh'd man, condemn 'd in lonely woods to rove 
Emma. 

With fatal certainty Thaleftris knew 
To lend the arrow from the twanging yew ; 
And, great in arms, and foremoft in the war, 
Bonduca bx-andiih'd high the Britifli fpcar. 
Could thirft of vengeance and defire of fame 
Excite the female bread; with martial flame ^ 
And fhall not Love's diviner power infpire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire ? 

Near thee, miflrufl not, conftant I '11 abiilc. 
And fall, or vantjuilh, fighting by thy fide. 
Though my inferior ftrength may not allow. 
That I fhould bear or draw the warrior bow ; 
With ready hand, I will the (haft fupply. 
And joy to fee thy vi£lor arrows fly. 
Touch 'd in the battle by the hoftile reed, 
Should 'ft thou (but Heaven ivert it !) ihould'ft thou 

bleed } 
To ftop the wounds, my fineft lawn I 'd tear, 
Wa(h ihcm with tears, and wipe them with my hair ; 
« Bleft^ 
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Blcfl, when my clangers and my toils have Ihown, 
That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 
Henry. 

But canfl: thou, tender maid, canft thou fuftain 
Affli6bive want, or hunger's preiling pain ? 
Thofc limbs, in lawn and foftefl: filk array'd. 
From fun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they refifl 
The parching dog-ftar, and the bleak nonh-caft ? 
When, cliiird by adverfe fnows and beating rain, 
We tread with weary ftcps the longfomc plain ; 
When with hard toil we feck our evening food. 
Berries and acorns from the neighlK)uring wood ; 
And find among the cliffs no orhrr houfc, 
But the thin covert of fome gathtr'd boughs ; 
Wilt thou not then reluctant fend thine eye 
Around the dreary wafte ; and weeping try 
(Though then, alas ! that trial be too late) 
To find thy father's hofpitable gate, 
And feats, where eafe and plenty brooding fate ? 
Thofe feats, whence long excluded thou muft mourn j 
That gate, for ever barrM to thy return : 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 
And hate a banifh*d man, condemned in woods to rove? 
Emm/1. 

Thy rife of fonune did I only wed, 
Frotn its decline determined to recede j 
Did I but purpofc to cml^ark with thee 
On clic fuioodi furfacc of a fummcr'b fea ; 

0^4 Wliilc 



} 



232 PHIQR'S POEMS. 

While gentle Zephyrs play iu profpcrous gales. 
And Fortune's favour fills the fwelling fails { 
But would forfake the ihip, and make the fhorcy 
When the winds whifllc, and the tempefh roar. ? 
No, Henry, no : one facred oath has tied 
Our loves ; one deftiny our life fhall guide ; • 
Nor wild nor deep our conimon way divide. 

When from the cave thou rifeft with th(? day. 
To beat the woods, and roufe the bounding prey ; ' 
The cave with mofs and branches 1 '11 adorn. 
And cheerful fit, to wait my lord's return : 
And, when thou frequent bring'ft the fmitten deer 
(For feldom, archers fay, thy arrows err), 
I '11 fetch quick fuel from the neighbouring wood. 
And ftrike the fparkling flint, and drefs the food j 
With humble duty and officious haftc, 
1 *11 cull the funbeft mead for thy rcpaft ; 
The choiceft lieibs I to thy board will bring. 
And draw thy water from the frclhcft fpring : 
And, when at night with weary toil oppreft. 
Soft lluml>crs thou enjoy'fl, and wholcfome reft; 
Watchful I '11 guard thcc, and with midnight prayer 
"Weary the Gods to keep thee in their care ; 
And jovous alk, at morn's returning ray, 
If thou haft health, and I may blcfs the day. 
Mv thoughts fhall fix, my latefl w'lih. depend. 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinfmau, father, friend : 
By all thefe facred names be Henry known 
To Emma's heart; and grateful let him own. 
That (be, of all mankind, could love but him alone 1 

Henr' 
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Henry. 

Vainly thou tell-ft mc, what tlie woman's car« 
Shall in the wildnefs of tlic wood prepare : 
Thou, ere thou goeft, unhappieft of thy kind, 
Muft leave the habit and the fex behind. 
No longer (hall thy. comely trefles break 
In flowing ringlets on thy fnowy neck; 
Or fit behind thy head, an ample round. 
In graceful braids with various ribbon bound : 
No longer (hall the boddice aptly lac'd. 
From thy full bofom to thy (lender waift. 
That air and harmony of Ihapc exprefa, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully lefs ; 
Nor lliall thy lower garments artful plait, 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 
Arm their chafle beauties with a modcll pride. 
And double every charm they feck to hide 
Th' ambrofial plenty of thy fhining hair, 
Cropt off and loft, fcarce lower than thy ear 
Shall (land uncouth : a horfe-man's coa;t fhall hid& 
Thy taper ihape, and comelinefs of fide : 
The (hort trunk-hofe fhall fhew thy foot and knea 
Licentious, and to common eyc-fight free : 
And, with a bolder (hide and lopfer a^r, 
Mingled with men, a man thou muft appear. 

Nor folitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Mlftaken maid, (halt thou in focefts find : 
'Tis long (ince Cynchia and her train were therds 
Or guardian Gods made innocejicc tlieir caro. 
Vagrants and out-laws fhall of&n4 thy view- : 
For fuch muft be my friends, a hideous crew 

By 
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By advcrfe fomine mix'd in focial ill. 
Trained to aflault, and difciplin'd to kill : ' 
Their common loves, a lewd abandoned pack. 
The beadle's lafli ftill flagrant on their back r 
By floth corrupted, by diforder fed. 
Made bold by want, and proftitute for bread : 
With fuch muft Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Aflift their violence, and divide their prey : . 
With fuch flie muft return at fetting light. 
Though not partaker, witnefs of their night. 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable founds 
And pitying love, muft feel the hateful wounds 
Of jeft obfcenc and vulgar ribaldry. 
The ill-bred queftion, and the lewd reply ; 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worfe, 
Muft hear the frequent oath, the direful curfe. 
That lateft weapon of the wretches* war. 
And bldfphemy, fad comrade of dcfpair. 

Now, Emma, now the laft refle6lion make. 
What thou would'ft follow, what thou muft forfake : 
By our ill-omen*d ftars, and adverfc Heaven, 
No middle obje6t to thy choice is given. 
Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love; 
Or leave a baniih'd man, condemned in woods t» 
rove. 

Emma. 

O grief of heart ! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to fuffcr what thy honour hates s 
Mix thct amongft the bad j or make thee run 
Too near the paths wluch Virtue bids thee ihun. 

Yet 
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Yet with her Henry ftill let Emma go ; 
With him abhor the vice, but fliarc tlic woe : 
And fure my little heart can pevcr err 
Amitlft the worft ; if Henry ftill be there. 

Our outward aft is prompted from within ; 
And from the finner's mind proceeds the fin : 
By her own choice free Virtue is approved j 
Nor by the force of outward objefts mov*d. 
Who has aiTay'd no danger, gains no praiie. 
In a fmall iflc, amidft the wideft feas, 
Triumphant Conflancy has fix*d her feat : 
In vain the Syrens fing, the tempefls. beat : 
Their flattery Ihe rejcfts, nor fears their threat. 

For thee alone thefe little charms 1 dreft : 
Condemn'd them, or abfolv'd them by thy tcft. 
In comely figure rang'd my jewels (hone, 
Or negligently plac*d for thee alone ; 
For thee again they fhall be laid afide ; 
The woman, Henry, fhall put off her pride 
For thee : my cloaths, my fex, exchang'd for thee, 
I *ll mingle with the people's wretched lee j 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 
Wanting the fciilars, with thefe hands I '11 tear 
(If that obftrufts my flight) this load of hair. 
Black foot, or yellow walnut, Ihall difgracc 
This little red and white of Emma's face. 
Thefe nails with fcratches (hall deform my breafl, -\ 
Left by my look or colour be cxprefs'd > 

The mark of aught high-born, or ever better drefs'd. J 
Yet in this commerce, under this difguife. 
Let me be grateful ftill to Hcnr}'*s eyes i 

Loft 
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Lofl to the world, let me to hi ta be koowa : 

My fate I cao, abfolve, if he ihali own, 

That^ leaving all maokiod, I love but him alone. 

H £ N B. Y. 

O wildefl thought of an abandooM mind 1 
Name, hal^il;, parents, woman* left behind, 
Ev'n honou^i dubious, thou preferr*ft to go 
Wild to the woods with roc : faid ^mma fo ? 
Or did I dr^am what !^mma never faid ? 
O guilty error ! and O wretclicd maid ! 
^hofe roving fancy would refolve the fame 
With him, who next ihould tempt her eafy fame ; 
i^nd blow with empty words the fufgeptible flame. 
Now why ihpyld doubtful terms thy mind perplex ? 
Confefs thy ffailty, and avow the fcx : 
No longer loofi? deiire for conilant love 
Miftake j but fay, *tis Man with whom thou longfl: touove, 
Emma. 

Are there not poifons, racks, and flames,, and fwordsi; 
f hat i^mma thus mud die by Henry's words ? 
Yet what could fwords or poifon, racks or flame. 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame 1 
More fatal Henry's words j tliey murdjtr Emma's 
fame. 

And fall thtfc fayings from, that gentle tongue^ 
Where civil fpeech and i'ot'i perfuafipn h.ungj 
Whofe artful fwcetnefs and harmonious ftiain. 
Courting m\ grace, yet courting it in Vivin, 
<Jall'd fighb, iuul tears, and wi flies, to its aid ; i^ 

And, whilfl it Henry's glowing flame convey'd, t 

Still biain'd the coldxiefs of she Nut-brown Maid ? J 

Lee 
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Let envious jealoufy and canker*d fpite -j 

Produce my anions to fcvereft light, > 

And tax my open day, or fecret night. ^ 

Did e*er my tongue fpeak my unguarded heart 
The lead inclined to play the wanton's part ? 
Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell ? 
And haft thou, Henry, in my conduct known 
One fault, but that which I muft never own. 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone ? 
Henry. 

Vainly thou talk*ft of loving me alone : 
Each man is man ; and all our fex is one. 
FaUe are our words, and fickle is our mind : 
Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laft, or promifes to bind. 

By Nature prompted, and for empire made. 
Alike by ftrength or cunning we invade : 
When arm'd with rage we march againft the foe. 
We lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow : 
When, fir'd with pailion, we attack the fair, 
Delufive fighs and brittle vows we bear; 
Our falfhood and our arms have equal ufe ; 
As they our conqueft or delight produce. 
The foolifh heart thou gav'ft, again receive. 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be lefs wretched, be no longer true ; ^.. 

What ftrives to fly thee, why Ihould'ft thou purfue ? L 
Forget the prefent flame, indulge a new ; J 

Single the lovelieft of the amorous youth j 
Alk for his vow ; but hope not for his truth. 

The 
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The next man (and the next thou (halt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Will kneel, implore, perfift, o'ercome, and leave. 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right ; "l 

Be wife and falfc, fliun trouble, feek delight ; f 

Change thou the firft, nor wait thy lover's flight. -^ 

Why fliould'ft thou weep? let Nature judge our cafe; 
I faw thee young and fair ; purfued the chafe 
Of Youth and Beauty : I another faw 
Fairer and younger : yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purfued 
More vouth, more beauty : bleft viciflitudc ! 
My a6tive heart ftill keeps its priftine flame j 
The objcft altered, the defire the fame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms ; 
With prefent power compels me to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my fubjcfted mind 
(If Beauty's force to conftant Love can bind), 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decayed ; 
And weeping follow me, as thou doft now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildnefs of thy wi flies err 
So wide, to hope that thou may'fl live with her. 
Love^ well thou know'ft, no pannerfliip allows t 
Cupid averfc rejefVs divided vows : 
Then from thy foolifli heart, vain maid, remove 
An ufelefs forrow, and an ill-ftarr'd love ; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods 
rove, 

Emma. 
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Emma. 

Are we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd? 
Of the fuperior fex art thou the word ? 
Am I of mine the moft compleatly curft? 
Yet let me go with thee ; and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair. 
This happy objcft of our different care. 
Her let me follow; her let me attend 
A fervant (fhe may fcorn the name of friend). 
What (he demands, incclTant I '11 prepare : 
I '11 weave her garlands ; and I '11 plait her hair : 
My bufy diligence (hall deck her board 
(For there at lead I may approach niy lord) ; 
And, when her Henry's fofter hours advife 
His fervant's abfence, with deje6ied eyes 
Far I '11 recede, and fighs forbid to rife. 

Yet, when increafing grief brings How difcafe j 
And ebbing life, on terms fevere as thcfc. 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed ; 
When Henry's miftrefs fhcws him Emma dead ; 
Rcfcue my poor remains from vile negle£^ : 
With virgin honours let my hearfe be deckt. 
And decent emblem ; and at leaft perfuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
"Where thou, dear author of my death, where flic. 
With frequent eye my fepulchre may fee. 
The nymph amidft her joys may haply breatlie 
One pious iigh, refle£king on my dead), 

Ani 
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And the fad fate which ihb may one day prove. 
Who hopes from Henry's voWs eternal lovfc. 
And thoti fbrfworn, thou cruel, as thou art. 
If Emma*s image ever touched thy heart ; 
Thou fure mud give one thought, and drop one teaAr 
To her, whom love abandoned to defpair ; 
To her, who, dying, on the wounded flone 
Bid it in lading chara^rs be known, 
That, of mankind, ihe lov'd but thee ofone. 
Henry. 

Hear, folemn Jove 5 and confcious Venus, hear ; 
And thou, bright maid, believe me whiMt I fwear j 
No time, no change, no future flame, ihall move 
The well-plac*d bafis of my lafting love. 
O powerful virtue I O victorious fait ! 
At leaft excufe a trial too fevcre : 
Receive the triumpli, and forget the war. . 

No banifh'd n)an, condemned in woods to rpve, 
Intreats thy pardon, and implores tliy love : 
No perjur'd knight dedres to quit thy arms. 
Faired colle6lion of thy fex^s charms. 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth I 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth. 
As thou may*fl wiih, ihall all his life imploy. 
And found liis glory in his £mma's joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar's heir, 
Illuftrious carl : him terrible in War 
Let Loyre confcfs, for flie has felt his fword. 
And trembling fled before tlie Britiih lord. 
Him great in peace and weakh fair Deva knows $ 
f^ ihc amidil his fpacious meadows flows ; 

X Inclines 
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.'inclines her urn upon hisfatten'd lands; 
And fees his numerous herd imprint her fands. 

And thou, my fair, my dove, Ihalt raife thy thought 
To greatnefs next to empire ; (halt be brought 
With folcmn pomp to my paternal feat ; 
Where peace and plenty on thy word fhall wait, 
Mufic and fong (hall wake tl»e marriage-day : 
■Andy whilft the priefts accufe the' bride's delay. 
Myrtles and rofes fh^l obftruft her way. 

Friendfliip- fhall ftiil tliy cvcningfeafts adorn ; 
And blooming Peace ihall ever blcfs thy morn. 
•Succeeding years their happy race Aall run, 
■ And age unheeded by delight come on ; 
While yet fuperior Love fliatl mock his power:: 
'And when old Time ihall turn the fated hour. 
Which only ran our well-tied knot unfold; 
^What-rclls of both, one fepulchrc* fhall hold. 

Hence theh'for ever from my Emma's breall 
»j[That heaven of foftncfs, and that feat of refl) • 
Ife doubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting grirf, and all that trouble love, 
Scattered by winds recede, and wild in forefls rove, 
£ hllA A. 

O day the fairefl fure that ever rofc I 
Ptriod and end of anxious Emm^% woesl 
Sire of her joy, and fource of her delight; 
<0 ! ^-ing'd with pleafure take thy happy 'flight, 
And give each future morn a tinfture of thy white. 
Tet tell thy votary, potent Qj^een (^ Love, 
Henry, myiicnry, .will he neiEcr rove } 

Vol. L % Will 
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Will he be everrkiad, and juft, and good ? 

And is there yet no miftrefs in the wpod ? 

iilonc, none there is ; the thought was raih and vnnf 

A falfe idja, and a fancy M pain. 

Doubt fhall for ever quit my flrengthen'd hearty 

And anxious jealoufy's corroding fmart $ 

Nor other inmate fhall mhabit there, 

Bat foft Belief, young Joy, and pleafmg Care; 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow. 
And Fortune*s various gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the fuppliant goddefs (lands, 
And (heds her trcafure with unweary'd liands; 
-sHer prefcnt favour cautious I '11 embrace. 
And not unthankful ufe the proffcr'd grac«: 
Jf Ihe reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries her pinions, fluttering to be gon^ { 
Secure of mind, 111 obviate her intent. 
And unconcern'd return the goods ihe lent. 
"Nor happinefs can I, nor mifery feel, 
Fcom any turn of har fantailic wheel ; 
FHend(hip*s gceatUWSy and Love's fuj>erior jiQwen^ 
jJlud ma^k the colour of my future hours, 
i^rom the events which thy commands create 
J mud my bleffrngs or my forrows date ; 
And Henry's will mud didate Emma's fate. 

Yet while with clofe delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful foul ihall bide) 
I fee. thee, lord and end of my defirc. 
Exalted high as virtue can require ; 
With powerinvefted, and with pleafure chcar'd ; 
Sought by the good, by tli« oppreffor fcar'd j 

Loaded 
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Loaded and bled witli all the affluent ftorc, 

Which human vows at fmoaking Ihrines^implfifrts 

Grateful an<! huinbk grant mc to employ 

My life fubfervient only to rhy joy > 

And at my death to blefs thy kiiidncfs fliown 

To her, who of mankind <:o«ld love but thcc alone 

WHILE thus the conftant pair alternate faid. 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 
Angels and fporiive Loves, a numeroHS crowd ; 
Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they bow*d"« 
They tumbled all their little quivers o*er. 
To chtife .propitious (hafts, a precious ftore ; ' " 

That, when thch- Goil {hould take his future darts, 
To flrike (however rarely) conftant hearts. 
His happy (kill might proper arms employ, 
All tipt with pleaftfre, and all wing'd with joy ^ 
And thofe, they vow'd, whofe lives ihould imitate 
Thcfe lovers' conftancy, ihould Ihare their fate. 

The Queen of Beauty Hope her bridled doves ; 
Approved the little labour of the Loves ; 
Was proud and pleasM the mutual vow toi'heari 
And to the triumph call'd the God of War : 
Soon as (he calls, the God is always near. 

Now, Mars, ftc faid, let Fame exalt lier voice « 
Nor let thy conquefls only be her choice : 
But, when (he fmgsr great Edward from the^ield 
Return'd, the hoRile fpcar and captive Ihicld 
?n Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to yield* 
Ami when, as prudent Saturn fhall compleat 
The years dcfign'd to perfeft Britain's (late, 

-R a The 
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• The fwift-wing'd power ihall take her trump again. 
To fing her favourite Anha's wondrous reign 5 
To rfccolle£t unwcary'd Marlborough's toils, 
^ Old Rufus' hall unequal- to his fpoils ; 
The Britifh foldier from his high command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquilh'd by his hand : 
Let her at leaft perform what I detire j 
With fecond breath the vocal brafs infpirc} 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar ilrain. 
What wars J manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
Audi when,thy tumults and thy fights are paft; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are cail; 
ipjuthful ma/ft thou, like Britifh Henry, prove : 
Jlnd, £mma*like, let me return thy love. 

RenoWnM for truth, let all thy fons appear $ 
And conftant Beauty ihall reward their care. 

Mars fmil'd, and bow'd : the Cyprian Deity 
Turi^'d to the glorious ruler-of therfky ; 
And thou, ihe fmiling.faid^ great God of days 
And verfe, behold my deed, land (ing my praife. 
As on the Britilh earthy /my favourite ifle, 
Thy gentle rays and kindefl influence fmile, 
Througli aU her Uug;hing fields and verdant groi»^ 
Proclaim with joy thefe memorable Jovcs. 
iFrom every annual courfe let one great day 
To celebrated. fports and floral play 
Be fet ifide ; and, in the fofteft lays 
jOf thy poetic fons, be folcmn.praife 
And everU(ling marks of honour paid, 
To the true Lover, and the Nut-brown Maid« 



AN 
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Humbly infcribcd to the Qjteenv • 

ON T»E- _ ^ 

Glorious Succefs of her Majesty's Anns, 1706^^ 
Written in Imitation of Sp E N s Eit'<s Styles -V 



*♦ Te non paventis funera Gallia, , \" 

••^ Durxque tellus audit Iberiae : \ 

" Te caede gaudcntes Sicambri 
. ** Compofitis veneranturarmis.^*'. HoRi - 

- .. .. ^ 

PR E F A C E; 

TT7"H E N I firft thought of writing upon this occa^* 
iion, I' found the ideas fo great and numexxw^ - 
that I judged them more proper for the warmth of ai» 
Ode, than forany other- fort of poetry : I therefore fet 
Horace before me for a pattern, and particularly hiir^ 
famous ode, the fourth of the fourth bool^, ; 

" Q^alem miniftrum fulminis alitem, fift." ' 

which he wrote in praife of Drufus after hlr expedition; : 
into Germany, -and of Auguftus upon his happy choice 
of that general. And in the following poem, though 
I'havc endeavoured to imitate aU the great-ftrokes of 
R-3 that . 
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that od€) I have taken the liberty to go ofTfrom-it, ac(f 
to add vaFiou(ly> as the fubje6b and my own imagina- 
tion carried me. As to the ftyle, the choice I made of 
following the ode in Latin, determined me in Englifh to 
the fVanza ; and herein it was impoilible not to have a 
mind to follow our gjreat countryman Spenfer j which 
I have done (as well at leafl as I could) in «lie manneip 
of my expreffion, and the turn of my number : having 
only added orje verft to his flanza, which I thought 
made the number more harmonious ; and avoided fuch 
of his words as I found too obfolete. I have however 
retained fome few of them, to make the colouring look 
more like Spenfcr's. Bebefl, command; bandy army;^ 
pro'wefsy ftrength; I ixjeetj I know; I nueen^ I think; 
luhilom, heretofore ; and two or three more of that 
kind, which I liope the ladits will pardon me, and not 
judge my Mufe kfs handfome, theugh for once (he ap- 
pears in a farthingale. I have alfo, in Spenfer 's man- 
ner, ufed Csfar for the emperor, . Beya for Bavftriar 
Bavar for tliat prince, Ifter.for Danube, Iberia for 
Spain, &c. 

Tliat noble part of the Ode which I jufl now mea- 
Vioncd, 

" Gen?, quae cremato fortis ab Ilio 
«* Jaciwta Tufcis aequoribus, &c.*' 
whci'e Horace praifes the Romans as being deficended 
fiom /Eneas, I have turned to the honour of the 5ri- 
tiih nation, defcended from Brute, likewifc, a. Trojan. 
That liiis Biute, fourth or fifth from iEncas, fettled in 

England,, 
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England, and built London, which is called Troja 
Nova, or Troynovantc, is a ftory which (I think) 
owes its original, if not to Gcoffry of Monmouth, ar 
lead to the Monkiih writers -, yet is not reje£bd by our 
great Camden ; and is told by Milton, as if (at lead)' 
he was pleafed with it, though pofTibly he does not be* 
lieve it : however it carries a poetical autliority, which 
is fufiicient for our purpofe. It is as cenain that Brute 
came into England, as that ^neas went into Italy; 
and upon the fuppofition of thefe f»5ls, Virgil wrote 
the bed poem that the world ever read, and Spenfer 
paid queen Elizabeth the greated compliment. 

I need not obviate one piece of crtticifm, that I bring 
my hero 

" From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood :'* 

whereas he was not born, when that city was dedroyed. 
Virgil, in the cafe of his own ^neas relating to Dido^ 
will dand as a fudicient proof, that a man in his poeti- 
cal capacity is not accountable for a little fault in chro- 
nology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenfer, in 
many things refemble each otlier : both have a height 
of imagination, and a majedy of expreflion in dcfcrib* 
ing the fublune ; and both know to temper thofe ta- 
lents, and fweeten tlie de&ription, fo as to make it 
lovely as well as pompous t both Iiave equally thac 
agreeable manner of mixing morality with their dory,, 
and that Curiofa Felicitas in the choice of their diftionj^ 
which every writer aims at, and fo very few have 
R 4 reached : 
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reached : both are particularly fine in their imageSf aad' 
knowing in their numbers. Leaving tlierefore our two- 
maflers to the confideration and fludy of thofe who de- 
fign to- excel in poetry, I only beg leave to add, that it 
is long iihce I have (or at leafl ought to have) quitted 
Paroadlis, and all the flbwery roads on that fide the 
country; though I thought myfelf indifpenfahly ob- 
ligedy upon the prefent occaQon, to bike a little journey. 
intO' thofe parts. 



E. 



TXrHEN great Auguftus govcrti*d ancient Rome,. 
^ ^ And fcnt his conquering bands to foreign wars; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belovM at home. 
He faw his fame increafmg with his years ; 
Horace, great bard ! (fo Fate ordain'd) arofc. 
And, bold as were his countrymen in fight, 
SnatchM their fair a£lions from degrading profe. 
And fet their battles in eternal light : 
Jligh as their trumpets tune his lyre he flrung,. 
Au4 with his prince's arms he moraHz'd his fong. 

II. 

When bright Eliza ruPd Britannia's fVate^ ~ 
Widely diflri bating her high commands, 
And boldly wife, and fonunately great. 
Freed the glad nations from tyrannic bands ; 

An 
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An equal genius was in Spenfer found j 
T6 the high theme he match'd his noble lays>t 
He trayell'd England o'er on fairy ground,. 
In myftic notes to iing his monarch's praife :- 
Reciting wondrous truths in pleafing dreams,. 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Gloriana's beams. 

im 

But, greatefl Anna V while thy arms purfue. 
Paths of renown, and climb afcents of fame, . 
Which nor Augufhis, nor Eliza knew; 
What poet ihall be found to fing thy name ? - 
What numbers ihall record, what tongue fhall fay^ . 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main } 

faireft model of imperial fway ! 

What equal pen (hall write thy wondrous reign } 
Wlio ihall attempts and feats of arms rehearfe, 
!Not yet by ilory told, nor parallel'd by verfe ? 

IV, 
Mecall too mean for fuch a talk I weet: 
Tet, if the Sovereign Lady deigns to fmile,. 

1 '11 follow Horace with impetuous heat, 

Aftd cloath the verfe in Spenfe];*s native ilyle, j 

By thefe examples rightly taught to iing. 
And fmit with pleafure of m^ country's praife^ 
Stretching' the plumes of an uncommon. wing,, 
High as Olympus I my flight will raife ; 
And latefl times ihall in my numbers read 
Anna's immorul fame, and Marlborough's hardy deed. 

V. As 
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V. 

As the (Irong eagle in the (ilent wood, 
Mindlcfs of warlike rage and hoHile care^ 
Plays round the rocky cliff or cryftal flood. 
Till by Jove's high behefts call'd out to war. 
And charg*d with thunder of his angry king. 
His bofom with the vengeful meffage glows ; 
Upward the noble bird dire6^s his wing. 
And, towering round his mailer's earth-bom focs^ 
Swift he coUedts his fatal flock of ire. 
Lifts his fierce ulon high, and darti the forked fire : 

VI. 

Sedate and calm thus vi£lor Marlborough fate. 
Shaded with laurels, in his native land. 
Till Anna calls him from his foft retreat. 
And gives her fccond thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving fweet repofe and gentle eafe. 
With ardent fpeed he feeks the diflant foe ; 
Marching o'er hills and vales, o'er rocks and icas^ 
He meditates, and flrikes tlie wondrous blow. 
Our thought fties flower than our General's fame : 
Gpafps he the bolt } we i^-— when he has liurl'd tlic 
flame. 

VII. 

When fierce Bavar on Judoign's fpacious ploih. 
Did from afar the Britifh chief behold, 
Betwixt ckfpair, and rage, and hope, and pain, 
Something withm his warring bofom ioIl*d : 

He 
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He views that favourite of indulgent Fame, 
Whom whilom he had aitt on Iftei's ihore $ 
Too well, alas ! tlie maa he kaows the fame^ 
Wliofe pFowefs tbtre repelVd the Boyan power. 
And fent them trembling through the frighted lands. 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia's fcatter*d fands^ 

vin. 

His former lofle* he for^€t$ to grieve ; 
Abfolves his fati, if with a kinder ray 
It now would (hine, and only give him leave 
Tq balance the account of Blenheim's day. 
So the fell lion in the lonely gkdc. 
His Gde ftill fmarting with the hunter*s fpear. 
Though deeply wounded, no-WAy yet difmay*d^ 
Roars terrible,, and mediutes new war $ 
In fuUen fUry traverfcs the plain,. 
To find tlie venturous foe, and battle him agaio.. 
IX. 

Mifguided prince, no longer urge thy fate,. 
Nor tempt tlie liero to unequal war ; 
FamM in misfortune,, and in ruin gceaty- 
Confcfs the force of Marlborough's (Wronger Aar^ 
Thofe laurel groves (the merits of thy youtli). 
Which thou from Mahomet didft greatly gain,, 
Wliile^ bold affeitor of refiftlefs truth. 
Thy fwprd did godlike liberty maintain, 
Muft from Ay brow their falling honours fhcd. 
And their tranfplanted. wreaths Hiuft deck a woithicrf- 
head.. 

X. Yet 
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X. 

Yet ccafc die ways of Providence to blame. 
And human faults with human grief confefs, 
'Tis thou art changed, while heaven is flill the fame ; 
From tl\y ill councils date thy ill fuccefs^ 
Impartial Jtiflice holds her equal fcales. 
Till flronger Virtue does the weight inclines 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails^ 
He now defends the caufe that once was thine^ 
Righteous the war> the champion fhall fubdue; 
For Jove's great handmaid Power mull Jove's decrees* 
purfue. 

XL 
Hark ! the dire trumpets found their ihrill alinns f ' 
Auverquerque, branched from the renowned Naffiiut^ . 
Hoary in war» and bent beneath his arms. 
His glorious fword with dauntlefs courage dmwt. 
When anxious Britain moum'd her parting lord. 
And all of William that was mortal died| . 
The faithful hero had received this fword 
From his expiring mafter*s much-lov*d fide. 
Oft' from its fatal ire has Louis flown. 
Where'er great .William led, or Macfe and Sarobre rum 

XXL 

But brandifh'd high, in an ill-omen'd hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy jufteft feir, * ) 

The maftcr-fwoFd, flifpofer of ihy power : 
'Tis that which Caefargave the BritiA peer. • ., ? 

He 
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He took the gift : Nor ever will I iheathe 
This fteel (fo Anna's high behefts ordain)^ 
The General faid, unlefs by glorious death 
Abfolv'dy till conquefl has confirmed your reign. 
Returns like thefe our midrefs bids us make. 
When from a. foreign prince a gift her Britons take* 

XIIL 

And now'Herce Gallia rulhes on her foes, 
Her force augmented "by the Boyan bands ; 
So Volga's ilream, increased by mountain fnows^ 
Rolls with new fury down through Ruilia's land^ 
Like two great rocks againft the raging tide 
(If Virtue's force witli Nature's we compare), 
Unmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 
Sufbin the impulfe, and receive the war. 
.Round their firm fides in vain the temped beatf ; 
And flill the -foaming wave with lefTen'd power retreattj 

XIV. 
The rage difpers'd, the glorious 'pair advance. 
With mingled anger and coHe£led might. 
To turn the war, and tdll aggrefling France, 
How Britain's fons and Britain's friends can fight. 
On conqueft fix'd, and covetous of fame, 
Behold .them rufhingthrough'the Gallic hofl: 
Through fUnding com fo runs the fuddcn flame, 
^Or eaftem ^nds along Sicilia's coafL 
They deal their terrors to the advcrfe nation : 
;Fale death Attends their urns, «nd ghaftly defblatioli.^ 

aCV.Biit 
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XV, 

But while. i^nth fierce^ itc Bellona glows; 

And Europe rather liopet than fears her fate i 

While ^Britain preiles her afHi£kd foes ; 

What horror damps the ftrong, and quells the grett 1 

Whence look the foldier's cheeks difmay'd and-pale? 

i'Erft ever dreadful, know they now to dread > 

The hoftile tnx)ps, I ween, almoft prevail ; 

And the purfuers only not recede. 

Alas ! their leflenM rage proclaims theur grief! 

^or, anxious, lo ! they croud around their falling ckici 
XVI. 
I thank thee. Fate, exclaims the fierce "Bavar; 

Let Boya's trumpet grateful lo's found : 

I faw him fall, their thunderbolt of war : -^ 

£ver to vengeance facred be the ground, — 

Vain wifli ! Ihort joy ! the hero mounts again 
111 greater glorj', and with fuller light : 
The evening-ftar fo falls into the main. 
To rife at mem more prevalently brigitt* 
He rifcs fafe, ))ut near, too near bis ^de^ 
A good man's, gdevouslofs^- a^dvful fepfant dWd; '■■ 
XVIL 
Propitious Mars ! the battle is rogam'4 : 
The foe wdth leilen'd wiMRh dffputet tke*fteld ; 
The B^ton fights» by fiavoucing gods fufttttn'dt 
Freedom mud live ; and lawlefs j^wer firaArylvkk ' 
Vain now the ales whioh &blingt poet«r tiMy 
That waveiing (Conquflft lUU-dfefim ^or toteri - 
|o Mariborough's camp the goddefs knows to dwell : 
Long as the hero's life remains her lore. 

Again 
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Again FrancQ flies, a^ain tl i: duke purfues, 
.And on Ramilia's plains iv^ Blenheim's. fame renewi. 
XVIIL 

Great thanks, O captain great in arms ! receive : 
From thy triumphant country's public voice : 
Thy country greater thapks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made thofe arms her choice. 
Recording Schcllenberg's and Blenheim's toils. 
We dreaded left thou fhould'll thofe toils repeat ; 
We view'd tne palace charg'd with Gallic fpoils, 
And in thofe fpoilsi we thought tl\y praife compleat. 
For never Greek we deem'd, nor Roman knight^ 
In chara£lers like tliefe did e'er his a£ts indite. 
XIX. 

Yet, mindlefs ftill of eafe, thy xirtue flies 
A pitch to ^d and modem times unknown : 
Thofe goodly deeds which we fo highly prize 
Imperfe£): feem, great cliief, to thee alone, 
Thofe heights, where William's virtue might have ftaid. 
And on the fubjeft world look'd fafelydown. 
By Marlborough pafs'd, the props and fteps were madc^ 
Sublimer yet to raife his queen's renown : 
Still fining more, flill flighting what he gain'd, 
Nought done the hero deem'd, while aught undone re« 
m^'d. 

XX. 

When'fwift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gati]^, 
How leflen'd irom the iield Bavar was fled; 
He wept the fwiftheft of the champion's faU | 
And thus die royal treaty-breaker £ud : 

And 
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And lives he yet, the great, the loft Bavar, 

Ruin'to Gallia ia the name of friend ? 

Tell mc, how far has Fortune been fevere ? 

Has thctfoe-s glory, or our grief, an end ? 
/Remains tltcre, of the fifty thoufand loft, 

'To fave our threaten'd realm, or guard our>flMUtor*9 
coaft? 

XXI. 
To the cloferock the'frighted raven files, 
•Soon as the rifing eagle xnits the air : 

Theihaggy wolf urtfcen^nd trembling lies. 

When the hoarfc roar proclaims the lion near; 
Jll-ftarr'd did we our forts and lines forf&ke. 

To dare our Briti(h foes to open fight : 
'Our conqueft we by ftratagem ihould mike*: 
'Our triumph had been fbundedun our^ight. 

'Tis ours, H)y craft and by'furprize to gain t 

'Ti» theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the.plaib, 

XXU. 

The ancient father of this hoftile brood. 
Their boafted Brute, undaunted fnatch'd his gods 

■ From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with bloody 
And fix'd on filver Thames his ^ire abodes : 
And this be Troynovante, he faid, the feat 

^By heaven ordained, my fons, your lafting places 
Superior here to all the bolts of fate . 
Live, mindful of the author of your rac^ 

*Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor Barney 
Kor greatTeleides' arm^ nor Juno's r9gc, could tame. 

XXUL Tbcit 
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xxto. 

Their Tudort he'iicc, anrf Sttiarc? offspring flow r 
'iHencc Edward, dreadful with his fiible ihield, 
-Talbot to Gallia's power eternal fxje. 
And Seymour, fam'd in council or in field : 
Jftenctf Nevil, great to fettle or dethrone, 
And Drake, and Ca'ndiih, terrors of the fea : 
Hence Butler's fons, o'er land and ocean known^ 
-Herbert's and ChurcbiB's warring progeny : 
Hence the long roll which Gallia Aould Conceal : 
'^or, oh ! who^ TUiquilbiM, loves tlie vigor's fame tm 
tell? 

xxrv. 

Envy'd Britannia, fhirdy as the oalc, 
"Which on her mountain-top ihe proudly bears. 
Eludes the ax, and fprouts againft the flroktf j 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wari. 
And as thofe teeth, which Cadmus fow'd irt earth, 
Produc'd new youth, and furnilh'd frefh fupplies : 
"So with young vigour, and fucceeding birth. 
Her lofles more than recompense atife ; 
And every age Ihe with a race is crown'd, 
•For letters more polite, in batties more renown'di 

XXV. 
Obdinate powtfr, whom nothing can repel ^ 
!Not the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel Dane, 
Ivlor deep iro^Mreilioii i»f the Norman fleel, 
^or Europe's &fce'«ma£sU by envious Spain. 

Vbi.. L '* ' * S ^ Kor 



Nor France on univerfal fway intent, 

Oft* breaking leagues, and oft' renewing wars ; 

Nor (frequent bane of weakened government) 

Their own inteftine feuds and mutual jars : 

Thofe feuds iuid jars, in .which I trufted more. 

Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic powec 

JCXVI. 

To fruitful Rhcims, or fair Lutetia's gate. 
What tidings ihall the mcffenger conveyi 
Shall the loud herald our fuccefs relate. 
Or mitred prieft appoint the folemn day ? 
Alas ! my praifes they no more muft fmg ; 
They to my flatue now muft bow no more : 
Broken, repuls'd is their immortal king : 
Fallen, fallen for ever, is. the Gallic power. — 
The Woman Chief is mafter of the war : 
Earth .ihe has freed by arms, and vanquilh'd Heaven by 
prayer. 

XXVII. 

While thus the ruin'd foe's defpair commends 
Thy council and thy deed, vi6lonous Qijeen, 
What Ihall thy fubje6ls fay, and what thy friends > 
How ihall thy triumphs in our joy be feen ? 
Oh ! deign to let the eldeft of the Nine 
Recite Britannia great, and Gallia free : 
Oh ! with her fifter Sculpture let her join 
To raifc, great Anne, the monument to thee-j 
To tliee, of all our good the facred fpring ; 
To thee, ourdearefl dread ,• to thee, our fofter King, 

XXVilL Let 
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XXVIIL 
■Let Europe favM the column high ere6^ 
Than Trajan's higher, or than Antonine's 5 
Where fembling art may carve the fair effeft 
And full atchievemeht of thy great clefigns. 
In a calm heaven, and aferener air. 
Sublime the Queen (hall on the fummit Hand, 
From danger far, as far remov'd from fear, 
And pointing down to earth her dread command. 
All winds, all ftorms, that threaten human woe. 
Shall fink beneath her feet, and fpread their rage below. 
XXIX. 
Their fleets fhall drive, by winds and waters toll^ 
Till the young Auftrian on Iberia's ftrand. 
Great as ^neas on the Latian coafl, 
Shallfix hisfoot : and this, be this the land. 
Great Jove, v^rhere I for ever will remain, 
(The empire's other hope ihall fay) and here 
Vanquilh'd, intombMI'll liej or, crown'd, 1*11 rcigiw— 
O virtue to thy Britifh mother dear ! 
Like the fam'd Trojan fufFer and abide $ 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 
XXX. 
There, in eternal -characters engrav'd, 
Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcelonc. 
Their force deftroy'd, their privileges favM, 
Shall Anna's terrors and her mercies own: 
Spain, from th* ufurper Bourbon's arms retrievM, 
Shall with new life and .grateful joy appear, 
Numbering the wonders which that youth atchiev'd, 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and fent to war ; 

S a Whom 
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Whom Anna fcnt to claim Iberia's thrxme j 
And made him more than king, in calling him herfca* 
XXXI. 
There Ifther, pleasM by Blenheim's glorious field, 
Rolling fhall bid his caftern waves declare 
Gcrmania fav'd by Britain's ample -ibield. 
And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her fpear-j 
Shall bid tliem mention Marlborough on that ihore^ 
Leading his iflandcrs, renown'd in arms, 
Thxough climes, where never Britilh chief before 
Or pitch'd his camp, or founded his alarms ; 
Shall hid them blefa the Q^een, wJio made his (bxamt 
Glorious as thofe of Boyne, and fafe as thofe of Thames* 

XXXII. 
Brabantia, clad with fields, and crown'd with Iovkiv 
With decent joy fhaJl her deliverer meet ; 
Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and blcfs thy powers^ 
Laytftg the keys beneath thy fubjeft's feet. 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war. 
Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles reiVor'tl j 
With dc*iblc vows (hall blefs thy happy care> 
In having drawn, and having flieath'd the fword j 
•From thefe their fifler provinces ihall kno^r, 
How Anne fupports a friend, and how forgives a foe 

XXXIIL 

Bright fwords, and crefted helms, and pointed fpear^ 
In artful piles around the work Ihall lie j 
And ihields indented deep in ancient wars^ 
£lazon'd with (igns of Gallic heraldry ^ 

' And 
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And flandards with diftinguifli'd honours bright, 
Marks of hig^ powerand national oommand^ 
Which Valois* fons, and Bourbon's bore in fight,. 
Or gave to Foix', or Montmorancy's hand r 
Great fpoild, which Gallia muft to Britain yield. 
From CreiTy's battle iav'd,. to grace Ramilia's fielcf^ 
XXXIV. 

And, as fine art die fpaces may difJ>ofe, 
The knowing thought and curious eye (hall fee 
Thy emblem, gracious Qjiecn, the Britiih rofe^ 
Type of fweet rule and gentle majefty : 
The northern thjftle, whom no hoftile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ;. 
Hibernia's harp, device of her command. 
And parent of her mirth, fhalL there be feen r 
Thy vanquifli'd lilies, France^ decay'd and torn,- 
Shall with diibrder*d pomp the lailing work adonu- 
XXXV, 

Beneath, great Queen, oh ! very far beneath^ 
Near to the ground, and on the humble bafe, 
To fave herfclf from darknefs and from death^ 
That Mufe deiires the lafl, the lowed place ; 
Who, ;:hough unmeet, yet touch'd the trembling feing,? 
For the fair fame of Aiine and Albion's land,; 
Who durft of war and martial fury fitig; 
And when thy wifl, and when thy fubjefl's hand,. 
Had queird thofe wars, and bid that fury ceafe ; 
Hangs up her |g;rateful harp to eonqued, and to pe^ce^. 

S J HER 
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HER RIGHT NAME., 

A $ Nancy at her toilet fat, 
•^^ Admiring this, and blaming that ; 
Tell me, file faid^ but tell me true ; 
The Nympli who could your heart fubdue,. 
What fort of charms does fiie poflefs ? 
Abfolve me, fair-one : I '11 conftfs ; 
Witli pleafure I reply'd. Her hair, . 
In ringlets rather dark thaa fair, , 
Does down her ivory bofom roll. 
And, hiding half, adorns the whole. . 
In her high forehead's fair half round . 
Love fits in open triumph crovvn'd i 
He in the dimple of her chhi, 
In private flate, hy friends is fecn. 
Her eyes are neither black nor gray; 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray j 
Their dubious luftre feems to fiiow 
Something that fpeaks nor Yes, nor No. 
Her lips no living bard I weet. 
May fay, how red, how round, how fweet j : 
Old Homer only could indite • 

Their vagrant grace and foft delight : 
They {land recorded in his book, 
When Helen fmil'd, and Hebe fpoke— • 
The gipfey, turning to her glafs. 
Too plainly flicw*d, flie knew the face ; 
And which am I moil like, fiie faid. 
Tour Cloei or your Nut-brown Maid ? 

CANTATA. 
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C A N T A T A*^ 

Set by Mondeur Galliard. 

ReciT'» 

BENEATH a-verdant laurel's ample fhadc^ 
His lyre to mournful numbers ftrung, 
Horace, immortal bard, fupinely laid, 
To Venus thus addrefs*d the fong : 
Ten thoufand little Loves around, 
Liftening, dwelt on every found* 

Ariet. 

Potent Venus, bid thy fon 

Sound no more his dire alarms. 
Youth on filent wings is flown : 

Graver years come rolling on. 
Spare my age, unfit for arms : 

Safe and humble let me red. 

From all amorous care released. 
Potent Venus, bid thy fon 

Sound no more his dire alarms* 

RECir. 
Yet, Venus, why do I each morn prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe's hair ? 
Why do I all day lament and figh, 
Unlefs the beauteous maid be nigh ? 
And v^Y all night purfue her in my dreamSf 
Through flowery meads and cryflal ibreams I 

S 4 RsciTSk 
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Regit. 

Thus fung the Bard ;, and thus tbc Goddefs fpokes- 
Submiflive bow to Love's imperious yoke : 

Every ftate, 3nd every age, 
Shall own my rule, and fear my rage : 
Compelled by me, thy Mufe feall prove. 
That aW the world was born to love. 

Ariet. 
Bid thy dcftin'd lyre difcove'r 

Soft defire and gentle pain : 
Often praife, and always love her : 

Through her ear, her heart obtain. 
Verfc fhall pleafe, and iighs.ihall move her. . 

Cupid does with Phoebus reign. 

Lines Wfttren in an OVID: 

A Tranflation from the F&ench. 

/^ V I D is the furcft guide, 
^^ You can name, to (hew the way 
To any woman, maid or bride,. 
Who refolves to go aftray. 

A TRUE MAID. 

"^^rO, no I for my virgbity, 
•''^ When I lofe that, fays Rofc, VH die: 
Behind tb« elms, lail night, cry'd Dick*. 
Rofe, were you not e;Lticemely fxck ? 

ANOTHER 
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npEN months after Flbrimel happen*cl to wed, 
' "*" And was brought in a laudable manner to bed : 
She warbled her groans with fo charming a voice. 
That lone half of the parifli was ftunn'd with the n(»fe«^ 
But, when Florimel dcign'd to lie privately in,. 
Ten months before ihe and her fpoufe were a-kin ; 
She chofe with fuch prudence her papgs p conceal. 
That her nurfc, nay her midwife, fcarce heard her once 

fqueal. 
Learn, huibands, from jience^ for the peace of your 

lives, 
That maids make Aot half fuch a tumuk as wives* 



A REASONABLE AFFX-ICTION*. 

/ /^N his dfeath-be4 poor Lubm liesj • •. 

^^ His fpoufe is in defpair : 
With frequent fobs, and mutual cries*. 
They l)oth exprefs their care. 

A different ca\ife, fays parfon Sly, . 

The fame efifeft may give : 
Poor Lubin fears, that he fhall die j 

His wife, thgc he may Hver 



Another 
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Another Reasonable APFLicTittN. 

"C^RCM her own native France as old Alifon pift,. 
•^ She reproach *d Englifh Nell with negle£t or with* 

malice. 
That the ilattern had left, in the hurry and haftet. 
Her lady's complexion and eye-brows at Calais* 
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HER eye-bro\y-box one morning loft, 
(The heft of folks are ofteneft croft). 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny faid 
(Her carelefs but afflifted maid), 
Put me to bed then, ,>yr«tched Jane j 
. Alas ! when fhall I rife again ? 
Tcan behold no mortal 'now : 
For what 's an eye vathouc a brow r 

On the same Subjects 

T N a dark corner of the houfc 
"■• Poor Helen fits, and fobs, and cries ; 
She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 
Nor her more dear picquct allies : 
Unlcfs (he find her eye-brows. 
She '11 e'en weep out her eyes. 

On* 
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Ok the same*. 

TT E L E N was juft dipt into bed : 
•^ •■' Her cyc-brows on the toilet lay r 

Away the kitten with them fled. 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune carelefs JaUe^ 
Affure yourfclf, was loudly rated : 

And madam, getting up again, 
With her own hand the moufe-trap baitedr. 

On little things, as fages write. 
Depends our human joy or forrow : 

If we don't catch a moufe to-night, 
Alas ! no eye-brows for tO'morrow. 

PHYLLIS'S A G B. 

TT p W old may Phyllis be, you afk, 
•**•*" Whofe beauty thus all hearts engages ^ 
To anfwer is no eafy talk : 
For ihe has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in (lays. 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 

All day let Envy view her face. 
And Phyllis isr but twtnty-one. 



Painty 
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Paint, patches, jewels laid afide. 

At night Aftronomers agree. 
The evening has the day bely*d ; 

And Phyllis is fome forty-tliroe. 

Forma Bonum Fraoiie* 

TTTHAT a frail thing is Beauty, fays biiroa Lc Crai^ 
^ ^ Perceiving his Miftrcfs had one eye of glafs : 

And fcarcely had he fpokc it ; 
When (be more confus'd, as more angry (he grew^ 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true : 

She dropt the eye, and broke it. 

A.N EPIGRAM, 
Written to the Duke de Noaillbs. 

c'TTAIN the concern which yoB exprefs^ 

^ That uncall'd Alard will poficfs 
Your houfe and coach, both day and nighty. 
And that Macbeth was haunted lef& 
By Banquo's rtftlefs fpright. 

With fifteen thoufand pounds a year. 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, you may fo foon retrieve ? 
Cood Alard, faith, is modcfUr 

By much than you believe. 
- 3 Lend' 
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TL,encl him but fifty Louis -d'or ; 
And you fhall never fee him more s 

Take the advice j probatt^m eft. 
Why do the Gods indulge our ftore. 

But to fecurc our reft r 

Xpilogue to Smith's PHiEDiiA and HiPPOLYTVlf 

Spoken by Mrs. Oldfibld, who a6ted Ism£NA«. 

T ADIES, to-night your pity I implore 
-■-^ For one, wlio never troubled you befoitt 
An Oxford-man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phxdra fpcak ; 
And comes to town to let us Moderns know^ 
How women lov'd two thoufand years ago. 

If that be all, faid I, e'en burn your playi 
Egad ! we know all that as well as they : 
•Shew us the youtliful, handfome charioteer. 
Firm in his feat, and running his career ; 
^Our fouls would kindle with as generous flames^ 
As e'er infpir'd the antient Grecian dames : 
Every Ifmena would refign her breaft j 
And every dear HLppolytus be bleft. 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mar« 
Are e'en as good as any two of theirs: 
And, if Hippolytu« can but contiive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the buflle you have feen to-day, 
jLnd Fhsedtii's morals in this fcholar's play. 

Something 
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Something at leaft in juftice fhould be faid s 

But this Hippolytus fo fills one's head — 

Well ! Phaedra livM as chaftely as fhe cou'd 4 

For fhe was Father Jove's own flelh and blood. 

Her auk ward love, indeed was oddly fated; 

She and her Poly were too near related ; 

And yet that fcruple had been laid afide. 

If honed Thefeus had but fairly dy'd: 

But when he came, what needed he to know. 

But that all matters ftood./»/«/a quo ? 

"f here was no harm, you fee j or, grant there were. 

She might want condu6t ; but he wanted care. 

'Twas in a hulband little lefs than rude. 

Upon his wife's retirement to intrude— 

He fliould have fent b night or two before. 

That he would come exa6t atfuch an hour ; 

Then he had turn'd all tragedy to jeft; 

Found every thing contribute to his reft ; 

The picquet- friend difmifs'd, the coaft all cleat. 

And fpoufe alone impatient for her dear. 

But, if thefe gay refleftions come too late. 
To keepr.the guilty Phxdra from her fate ; 
If your more ferious judgement muft condemn 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame : 
Yet, ye chafte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let Love and Innocence engage your care : 
My fpotlefs flames to your proteftion take j 
And fpare poor Phaedra for Ifmena's fake. 

A CRl- 
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A CRITICAL MOMENT, 

HOW capricious were Nature and Art to poor 
Nell! 
She was palming her cheeks at die time her nofe felL - 



Epilogue to Mrs. Manley's Lucius, 

'TP H E Female Author who recites to-day^ 
-■" Trufts to her fcx the merit of her play. 
Like Father Bayes fecurdyflic (its down : 
Pit, box, and gallery, *gad ! all *s our own. 
Jn ancient Greece, fhe fays, when Sappho wnit. 
By their applaufe the critics fhew'd their vnt. 
They tnn'd their voices to her Lyric firing ; 
Though they could all do fomething more than fing. 
But one exception to this faft we find ; 
That booby Phaon only was unkind. 
An ill-bred boat-man, rough as waves and wind. 
From Sappho down tlirough all fucceeding ages. 
And now on French or on Italian ftages. 
Rough fatyrs, fly remarks, ili-natur*d fpeeches, 
Are always aim*d at Poets that wear breeches. 
Arm'd withLonginus, or with Rapin, no man 
Drew a fharp pen upon a naked woman. 
The bluftering bully in our neighbouring ftreets 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearlefs the petticoat contemns his frowhs : 
Th? hoop fecures whatever it furrounds. 

The 
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The H)any-colour*d gentry there above^ 
By turns are ruPd by tumult and by love t 
And, while their fweethearts their attention fiac, 
SufpemI the din «f their dania*<l daneriiig ^cki» 
!Now, Sir s 

To you owr author mak^ her foft requtfdy 
Who fpe;ik the kindeft, and who write the bel^ 
Your fympathetic hearts fhe hopes to move, 
•From tender friendfliipy and endearing love. 

*:If Petrarch's Mufe did Laura's wit Fehearfe^ 
And Cowley flatter'd dear Orinda*s verfe ; 

"She hopes from you— Pox take her hopes and feafs^l 
I plead her fex*s claim ; what matters hers i 
By our firll power of beauty we think fit. 
To damn the Saliqus law impos'd on vnt : 
We '11 try the empire who fo long have boal^ed; 
And, if we are not prais'd, we '11 not be toafled^ 
Approve what one of u« prefients to-night ; 
Qr every mortal woman here ihaU wnrite : 
Hural, pathetic, narrative,, fublime. 
We '11 write to you, and make you write in rh3nDe; 
Female remarks ihaU take up all your time. 
Your time, poor fouls ! we '11 take your very money ^ 
Female third-day^ fhall come fo thick upon you^ 
As long as we have cymsy. or bands, or breath. 
We '11 look, or write,, or talk you all to deaths 
Unlefs you yield- for better and for worfe : 
Then the She-Pegafus fhall gain the oourfe i 
And the grey mare will prove the better horfe. 
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Tlie THIEF anJ the COkl?ELt^^^^ 
a BAtLAlyf to tht TuBC bf^ 

King JoHj^ and the Abbot ofClNTifRBilfRY. 

WHO has e'er been it Faris; riWfl necA Rftd^^ irfi* 
Grere, • ■ .../.::• '* 

The fatal retreat ef th* niiftyrtTJtnitc btrrt . := ■ i •. ' 
Where Hotiouf and Jafticc iribft ofldly contribtjte; ' 
To eafe Heroes pains by a halter and gibbet^ 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 

There Death breaks the fhackles which Force had p«t on ; 
And the Hangman corojpieats tvhtt tin Judge butrfafgun;^ 
There the Squire of the Pad, and the Knight oi the Vo^i 
Find their pains no more Uiikldf and tbeic befiisr ta^ 
more croft. 

Derry down, &c, 

. ». ■■ A. 
Great claims are there made, and-great fecrcts.arc knewA^ 
And the king, and the Jaw, and the thjef, has his own^ 
But my hearers cry out. What a duce cloft thou.ai^? 
Cut off thy reflexions j and give us thy tale. 

Derry down, &c. 

*Twas there then, in civil refpcft ^ harfii Imn^ 
And for wtiit of h)k witnef» tO'l>ft<sk * bt4 cacifty • ^ 
A Norman, though late^ was oblig'd to a^peatt? : 
Anc> ^ffcot^ aflift, but « grat« Coi^delier ? • V 

Derry dotnif &c. 
Vol. I. T The 
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The Squire, whofe good grace was to open the fccnc, 
Seem'd not in great hafle that the (how (hould begin : 
Kow fitted the halter, how travers'd the cart ; 
And often took leave, bat wts loth to depart. 
Deny down, &c. 

. What frightens you thus, my good Ton? fays the Pried} 
You murder M, are forr)', and have been confeft. 
O father ! my (brrow will fcarce fave my bacon : 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was ukea* 
Derry down, &c. 

Pough! pr'ythee ne'er trouble thy head with fuch 
fancies : 
Rely on the aid you ihall have from Saint Francis : 
If the money you promised be brought to the cheft. 
You have only to die : let the church do the reft 
Derry down, &c 

And what will folks fay, if they fee you afraid ? 
It itfle&s upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
Courage, friend j for to-day is your period of forrow; 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 
Derry down, &c. 

To-morrow I our Hero replied in a fright x 
He that 's hang'd before noon, ought to think of to* 

night. 
Tell your b^ads, quoth thePriefl, and be fairly trufs*d upi 
For you furely to-night ihall in Paradife fup. 
^erry down, &c« 

AUsI 
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Alas ! quoth the Squire, howe'er fumptuaus the treat, 
Farbleu f I fhall have little fbmach to eat'; 
I ihould therefore efteem it great favour and grace^ 
Would you be fo kind as to go in my place. 
Derry down, &c. 

That I would, quoth the Fatherland thank you to boot; 
But our a£l:ions, you know, with our duty muft fuit. 
The fcaft I proposed to you, I cannot tafle ; 
For this night, by our order, is mark'd for a fafu 
Derry down, &c. 

Then, turning about to the hangman, he faid, 
Difpatch me, I pr'ythee, this troublcfome blade : 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie ; 
And we live by the gold for wliich otlier men die, 
Derry down, &c. 
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XTTHILST I am fcorch'd with hot defire, 

In vain cold friendlhip you return ; 
Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas ! but make it fiercer bum. 



Ah ! would you have the flame fuppreft. 
That kills the heart it heats too faft. 

Take half my paffion to your brcaft ; 
The reft in mine fhall ever lafU 
T » 



AN 



ti%^ f R I O Hi's P O E M & 

AN E P I T A P If. 

" Stet <jiiicuti<jtie votet poteos '- ' 

«» Aube culmine lubrioo, 9k.** 8SNt€« 

TNTERR'D beneath tliis marble ftonc 

"*• Lie fauntering Jack and idle Joan. 

While rolling threefcore years and one 

Did round this globe thcrr conrfcs rtra i , 

If human things went ill or well j 

If-chaitgmg empires rofe or fell ; 

The morning pad, the evening' came. 

And found this couple ftiJl the fame. 

They wajk'd, and eat, good folks : what then } 

Why then they walk'd and eat again : 

They found ly flept the night away : 

They did juft nothing all the day : 

And, having bury'd children four, 

Would not take pains to try for more : 

Nor fjftcr either had nor brother ; 

They feem'd juft tally 'd for each other* 
Their mora! and ceconomy 

Moft pcrfr6Hy tl^y made agree : 

Each virtue kept ks proper bound, 

Nor trefpafs'd on the other^s ground. 

Nor fame nor cenfure they regarded : 

They neither punifh'd nor rewarded. 

He car'd not what the footmen did : 

Her maids ihe neitlier praisM nor chid : 
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So every fervant took fcis courfe 5 
And, bad at firft, titey 1^ •«ic\ir worfe. 
Slothful diforder ifill'd hfe (hble ; 
And (Itittifti plenty decked h«r tabk. 
Their beer was fti<ohg * tlidr wiiie was ]^ort f 
Their meal was latge j their gr*cc was Ihort. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat, 
Juft when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and parifh rate ; 
And took, but read not, the receit ; 
For which they claim their Sunday's diie, 
Of Aumbering ia an upper pew. 

No man's defe£ls fought they to know ; 
So never made thenifelves a foe. 
No nun's good deeds did they commend $ 
So never rais'd chemfelvxs a friend. 
Nor cheriHi'd tiiey r^ations poor ; 
That might decreafe their prefent ftore : 
Nor barn nor houfe did they repair ; 
That might oblige their future heir» 

They neither added nor confounded ; 
They neitlier wanted noi' abounded. 
Each Chriftmas they accompts did clear. 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear nor fmile did they employ 
At news of public grief or joy. 
When bells were rung, iind bonf!rei m»dc j 
If atk'd, tlicy ne'er 4eoy'<l their aki : 
Their jug was to the ringers carried j 
Whoever either died or married. 

T 3 Thtir 
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Their billet at the fire was found j 
Whocyer was depos'd or crown'd. 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wife i 
They would not learn, nor could advifc s 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear. 
They led— a kind of— as it were : 
Kor wiih'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cried : 
And fo they liv'd, and fo they died. 

Written in MONTAIGNFS ESSAYS. 

Given to the Duke of Shrewsbury in Frakc 
after the Peace, 1713. 

T^TCTATE, O mighty judge, what thou haft fee 
"^^ Of cities and of courts, of books and men; 
And deign to let thy Servant hold the pen* 

Through ages thus I may prefume to live ; 
And from tlie tranfcript of thy profe receive 
What my own ihort-liv*d verfe can never give. 

Thus fhall fair Britam with a gracious fxnilc 
Accept the work ; and the inftru£led ifle. 
For more than treaties made, ihall blefs my toil. 

Kor longer hence the Gallic ftyk preferr'd^ 
Wifdom in Engliih idiom ihall be heard ; 
Wlxilc Talbot tells the world, where Montaigne crT* 
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An EPISTLE, defiring the Qteicn's Pi^ure^ 
Written atPARiSy 1714. 
But left uniinifhedy by the fudden News 
of her Majesty's Death. 

'TpHE train of equipage and pomp of flatc, 
-■- The Ihining fide-board, and the burnifh'd plate. 
Let other miniders, great Anne, require j 
And partial fall thy gift to their defire. 
To the fair portrait of my Sovereign Dame, 
To that alone, eternal be my claim* 

My bright defender, and my dread delight; 
If ever I found favour in tliy fight j 
If all. the pains that for thy Britain's fake 
My pad has took, or future life may take. 
Be grateful to my Qtieen : permit my prayer. 
And with this gift reward my total caxe. 

Will thy indulgent hand, fair Saint, allow 
The boon ? and will thy ear accept the voW ? 
That, in defpite of age, of impious flame. 
And eating Time, thy pi£hirc like thy fame 
Entire may lad ; that, as tlieir eyes furvey 
The femblant ihade, men yet unborn may fay. 
Thus great, thus gracious, look'd Britannia's Q^etii; 
Her brow thus fmooth, her look was thus ferenc i 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The mi^ty Emprefs gave her high command. 
That he to hoftile camps and kings fhould hafte. 
To fpeak her vengeance, as their danger, pad^ 

T4 "»"• 
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To fay, fhe wills detcfted wars to ceafcj 
She ch^kt her conqqcfc for her fubje&s e4{|? | 
And bids the world attend her terms of pc^cc. 
Thee, gracious Anne, thee prefent I a^ore. 
Thee, Q^een of Peace — If Time and Fate have power 
Higher to raifc the glories of thy reign j"- 
In words fublirper, and a oobler flrain. 
May fvitvre b^rds the migh^ theme rehearfe. 
Here, Stator J9ve, and Phccbas king pf vcrfc^ 
The votive tablet I fufpeml * * * » 



Tp the Right Honourable 

The Countess Dowager pf DEVONSHIRE j 

On a Piece of . WIESS^ N»S, 

whereon were all her Grandsons pamuuL 

TX^riESSEN and Nature held a long comcft. 

If She created, or He painted beft j 
With plcafing thought the wondrous combat griew. 
She, ftill form'd fairer ; Ke, ftill likcr drew. 
In thefe feven brethren, tliey contended laft. 

With art increased, their utmofl Ikill they tried. 
And, both well pleas'd they had thcmfelves furpafs'd^ 

Tne Goddefs triumph'd, and the Painter 4y'd. 
That*both, their (kill to this vaft height did raifcji 
Be ours the wonder, and be yours the praife 2 
For here, n$ in fume glafs, is well defcry'd 
0:\\^' voumV!:' ihyij oficn multinlvM. 

• ' ' When 
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When Hsaveo^ hini Yov tnd fi»racioQ« Anna * mtdB> 

What mora exalted beauty could it add? 

Having no^ nobler images in {lore, 

It but kept up to thefe, nor could do more 

Than copy well what it had fram'd before. 

If in dear Burghky's generous face we fee 

Obliging truth and handfome hohcfty: 

With all that World of charms, ' which foon 'will toi&rMt 

Reverence in men, and in the fair-ones love : 

His every grace, his fair dcfcent aflTures, 

He has his mother's beauty, fhe has yours : 

If every Cecil's face had ever\'^ charm. 

That thought tan fancy, or that Heaven can form j 

Their beauties all become ybur beauty's due, '■ ■ 

They are all ftir, bccanfc they *re all like you. 

If every Ca*ndiffi great and charming look ; 

From you that air,- from you the charms they took* 

In their each limb, your image is expreft; 

But on their brow firm courage flands confeft • 

There, their great father, by a ftrong incrcafe, 

Adds flrength to beauty, and com pleats the piece 

Thus ftill your beauty, in your fons, we view, 

Wieflen fevcn times one great pcrfcdion drew,- 

Whoever fat, the pifture flill is you. 

So when the parent- fun, with genial beams, 
Ha« animated many gpodly gems, 
He fees himfelf improv'd, while every flone, 
Witli a refcmbling light, reflefts a fun. 

• Eldeft daughter of die Couh*:cfs. 

■ So 
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So when great Rhea many births had given* 
Such as might -govern earth, and people heaven ;. 
Her glory grew diffused, and, fuller known^ 
She faw the Deity in every fon : 
And to what God foe'er men altars rais'd. 
Honouring tlie offspring, they the mother prais'd. 

In fhort-liv'd charms let others place their joys* 
^yhich licknefs blaiVs, and certain age deilroys : 
Your flronger beauty Time can ne'er deface, 
•Tis ftill renew'd, and ftamp'd in all your race. 

Ah ! Wieifen) had thy art been fo refin'dy 
As with their beauty to have drawn their mind : 
Through cirdbg years thy labours would furvive. 
And living rules to fairefl virtue give. 
To men unborn and ages yet to live : 
'T would (till be wonderful, and ftill be new, 
Againfl what time, or fpite, or fate, could do ; 
Till thine confus'd with Nature's pieces lie. 
And Cavendifh's name and Cecil's honour die. 



A FABLE, from PHiEDRUS* 
To the Author of the Medley, ijiOm 

'T^HE Fox an a6ior*s vizard found, 
•*- And peer'd, and felt, and tum'd it round * 
Then threw it in contempt away, 
And thus old Phaedrus heard liim fay : 
** What noble pan canft thou fuftain, 
** Thou fpecious head withoi^ a Urain?" 
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